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pies; neither wou’d I be acceflary on any Account . 
in Impofing on -the Publick fuch Ufelefs, Pirated, 
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B. Walker. 


W. CHETWOOD, Prompter to His 
Majefty’s Company of Comedians at 
the Theatte-Reyal in Drury-Lane. 


Pore (OME Ors Cie. 


I Come no more to make you laugh; things now 
_& That bear a weighty and a ferious brow, 
Sad, high, and working, full of fiate and woe, 
Such noble [cenes, as draw the eye to flow, 

We fhall prefent. Thofe that can pity, here 
‘May, if they think it well, let fall a tear, 
The fubjecit will deferve it. Such as give 
Their money out of hope they may believe, 

May here jind truth too. Thofe that come to fee 
Only a {how or two, (and [0 agree, 

The play may pafs) if they be full and willing, 
Dll undertake may fee away their fhilling 
Richiy in two fhort hours. Only they 

That come to hear a merry, bawdy play; 

A noife of targets; or to fee a fellow 

In along motley coat, guarded with yellow ; 
Will be deceiv’d: for, gentle hearers, know 

To rank our chofen truth with {uch a fhow 

As fool and fight is, (befides forfeiting 

Our own brains. and th’ opinion that we bring 
To make that only true we.now intend) 
Willleave us ne'er an underfianding friend, 
Therefore, for goodnefs fake, as you are known 
The firft and happieft hearers of the town, 

Be fad, as we would make ye. Think ye fee 
The very perfons of our noble fiory, 

As they were living: think you fee them grate, 
And follow’d with the gen’ral throng, and [weat 
Of thoufand friends, Then, in a moment, [ee 
How foon this mightine{s meets mifery ! 

And if you can.be merry then, I'll fay 

AA man may weep upon his wedding day. 
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KING Henry the Eighth, 

Cardinal Wolfley, his firft Minifter and Favourite, 

Cranmer, Archbifhop of Canterbury. 

Duke of Norfolk, 

Duke of Buckingham, 

Dukeof Suffolk, 

Far! of Surrey. 

Lord Chamberlain, 
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Sir Nicholas Vaux, 
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Surveyor to the Duke of Buckingham, 
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o~ 


Queen Kathari ne, firft Wife eo King Henry, afterwards 
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A 
ried to him, 

An old Lady, Friendto Anne Bullen. 

Patience, Woman of the Bed-Chamber to Queen Katharine, 


nne Bullen, belov'd by the King, and afterwards mar- 


Several Lords and Ladies in the dumb Shews. Women 
attending upon the Dueen. Spirits which appear to 
her. — Scribes, Officers, Guards. 
and other Attendants. 


Tie SCENE lees moftly in LONDON 


The LIFE of 


TE NRE NUE 


A CTT ah 5° Cal N, Pak 


Enter the Duke of Norfolk at one door: at the other the 
Duke of Buckingham, and the Lord Aberga venny, 


BuCKINGHAM. 


i 


OOD morrow, and well met, How 
Sy have you done 
gage Since laft we {aw y’in France ? 
= Nor, I thank your Grace: 
it Healthful, and ever fince a freth ad- 
if mirer 
= OF what I faw there, 
Buck. An untimely ague 
Staid me a prifoner in my chamber, when 


Thofe ¢ funs of glory, thofe two lights of men 
Met in the vale of Arde; 


Nor. ’Twixt Guynes and Arde: 
I was then prefent, faw ’em falute on horfe-back, 
Beheld them when they lighted, how tRey clung 
In their embracement, as they grew together ; 
Which had they, what four thron’d ones could have 
weigh’d ; 
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Such a compounded one? 

Buck. All the whole time 
I was my chamber’s prifoner, 

Nor. Then you loft 
The view of earthly glory: men might fay 
Till this time pomp was fingle, but now marry’d 
To one above it felf. Each following day 
Became the next day’s mafter, ’till the laft 
Made former wonders, its. To-day the French, 
All clinquant, all in gold, like heathen gods 
Shone downe the Exglifh,; and to-morrow they 
Made Britain, India: every man that ftood, 
Shew’d like a mine. Their dwarfifh pages were 
As Cherubins, all gilt; the Madams too, 
Not us’d to toil, did almoft fweat to bear 
The pride upon them, that their very labour 
Was to them asa painting, Now thjs mask 
Was cry’d incomparable; and th’ enfuing night 
Made it a fool and beggar. The two Kings 
Equal in lutire, were now beft, now wortt, 
As prefence did prefent them; him in eye, 
Still him in praife; and being prefent both, 
’Twas faid they faw but one, and no difcerner 
Durft wag his tongue in cenfure. When thefe funs, 
(For fo they phrafe’em) by their heralds, challeng’d 
The noble fpirits to arms, they did perform 
Beyond thought’s compafs, that old fabulous ftory 
(Being now feen poffible enough) got credit ; 
That * Bevis was believ’d. 

Buck. Oh, you go far, 

Nor. As I belong to worhhip, and affee& 
In honour, honefty; the tra& of every thing 
Would by a good difcourfer lofe fome life, 
Which a@ion’s felf was tongue to, 

Buck, All was royal; 
To the difpofing of it nought rebell'd, 
Order gave each thing view, The office did 
Diftinély his full funétion, Who did guide, 
I mean who fet the body and the limbs , 
© 


* The old romantic legend of Beyis of Southampton. 
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Of this great {port together, as you guefs? 

Nor. One fure, that promifes no | element 
In fuch a bufinefs. 

Buck. Pray you, who, my lord? 

Nor. All this was order’d by the good difcretion 
Of the right-rev’rend Cardinal of York. 

Buck. The devil {peed him: no man’s pye is freed 
From his ambitious finger. What had he 
To do in thefe fierce vanities? I wonder 
That fuch a { ketch can with his very bulk 
Take up the rays o’th’ beneficial fun, 
And keep it from the earth. 

Nor, Yet furely Sir, 
 There’s in him (uff that puts him to thefe ends. 
For being not propt by anceftry, woofe grace 
Chalks fucceflors their way; nor call’d upon 
For high feats done to th’ crown, neither ally’d 
To eminent affiftants; but fpider like 
Out of his felf-drawn web; this gives us note, 
The force of his own merit makes his way, 
A gift that heaven gives for him, which buys 
A place next to the King. 

Aber. \ cannot tell 
What heav’n hath giv’n him; let fome graver eye 
Pierce into that: bur I can fee his pride 
Peep through each part of him; whence has he that, 
If not from hell? the devil is a niggard, 
Or has giv’n all before, and he begins 
A new hell in himfelf. 

Buck, Why the devil, 
Upon this French going out, took he upon him, 
Without the privity o’th’ King, appoint . 
Who fhould attend him? he makes up the file 
Of ali the gentry; for the moft part fuch 
To whom as great a charge as little honour 
He meant to Jay upon: And his own letter 
(The honourable board of council out) 

A 4 Mut 


+ no rudiment or beginning. 
t ketch, from the Italian Caicchio, fignifying a Tub, 
Barrel, or Hogfhead, Skinner. ~ 
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Muft fetch in him he * papers. 

Aber, | do know 
Kinfmen of mine, three at the leaft, that have 
By this fo ficken’d their eftates, that never 
They fhall abound as formerly. 

Buck, O many 
Have broke their backs with laying mannors on ’em 
For this great journey. What did this great vanity 
But minifter communication of 
A moft poor iffue? 

Nor, Grievingly I think, 
The peace between the French and us, not values 
The coft that did conclude it, 

Buck, Every man, 
After the hideous ftorm that follow’d, was 
A thing infpir’d; and not confulting, broke 
Into a general prophefie; that this tem peft, 
Dafhing the garment of this peace, aboaded 
The fudden breach on’t. 

Nor. Which is budded out: 
For France hath flaw’d the league, and hath attach*d 
Our merchants goods at Bourdeaux. 

Aber, Is it therefore 
Th’ ambaffador is filenc’d? 

Nor, Marry is’t. 

Aber, A proper title of a peace, and purchas’d 
Ata fuperfluous rate! 

Buck. Why all this bufinefs 
Our rev’rend Cardinal carried. 

Nor. Like it your Grace, 
The ftate takes notice of the private difference 
Betwixt youand the Cardinal. I advife you 
(And take it from a heart that wifhes you 
Honour and plenteous fafety) that you read 
The Cardinal’s malice and his potency 
Together: to confider further, that 

What 

* he papers,averb; His own letter, by his own fingle 
authority and without the concurrence of the Council, muft 
fetch in Him whom he papers down, 1 don’tunderfiand 
it, unlefs this be the meaning, 
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What his high hatred would effe&, wants not 

A minifter in his Bow ’r. Youknow his nature, 

That he’s revengtul ; and I know his fword 

Hatha fharp edge: (t’s lk ong, and’: may be faid, 

It reaches far ; and where ’twill not extend, 

Thither hedartsit, Bofomup my countets 

You'll find it wholfome.. Lo, where comes that rack: 


That I adyife your fhunning. 


Ss Cun NEE IY, it 

Enter Cardinal. Wolley, \the purfe born before him, cer- 

tain of the guard, and two fecretaries with papers 5. 

the Cardinal. in his pafjage fixeth his. eye on Buciing= 
ham, avd Buckingham oz him, bot th fuil of difdain,. 


Wol. The Dukeof Buckingham’s{uryeyor.?. ha 
W here’s his examination ? 

Secr. Here, fo pleafe yous. 

Wol, Ishein perfonready ? 

Secr. Ay, an’tpleafe your Grace, 

Wels. Well, we fhall then know eles 
And Buckingham fhallleffen this big look, 

[Exeunt Cardinal and bis train: 

Buck. This butcher’s.cur is venom-mouth’d, and L. 
Have not the pow’r to muazel him, therefore beft 
Not wake him in his flumber,. A beggar’s book 
Out-worths a noble’s blood, 

Nor, What, are you chafd? 
Ask God or temp’s ance, that’s-th’ appliance: onli: 
W hich your difeafe-requires 

Buck. 1 readin’s looks 
Matter againftme,, and his eye revil’d 
Meas hisabjea. objets at this inftant 
He bores me with fome trick, he’ s gone te-th” Kine ¢- 
Pll follow and-our-ftare him, 3 

Nor. Stay, my lord; t 
AndJet your reafon with your choler queftion- 
What ’tis yougo about, To clirnla esp: he 
Requires flow | pa 


| Afull-hot horfe, Bic bein 
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Self-mettle tires him: nota man in England 
Can advife me, like you: be to your felf 
As mek wouldto your friend. 

Buck, I'll to the King, 
Andfrom's mouth of honour quite cry down 
This Ip/wich fellow’s infolence, or proclaim 
There’s diffrence in no perfons, 

Nor, Beadvis’d ; 
Heat not a furnace for your foe fo hot 
Thatit do finge your fet We may out-run 
By violent fwiftnefs, that which we run at; 
And met by over-running: know you not, 
The fire that mounts the! liquor ’cill’t runo’er, 
In fee ming to augmentit, waftesit: be 
Advis’d [fay again, there is no Englifh 
Soul fire nger t o dire youthan Ninn 
ae with the fap of reafon youwould quench, 
Or butal lay the fire of paflion, 

Buck Str; 
I’m thankf ful to you, and I’llgoalon 
By your prefcrip tions but this top-proud fellow, 
W rem the 4 flo w of gall I name not, but 


v¥ hor ni ry 


From fincere motions, by intelligence 

And proofs as clear as founts in July, when 
We ee each grainof oy Sid I doknow 
To be corrupt an dtr eafono S, 

Nore. $ not | treafonous," 


Buck, Foth’ ’King I Pil fay’t, and make my youch as 


. 


‘ - 


As hore of rock——-——~attend, This holy fox, 
Or wolf, or both(for he is equal ray’nous 
is fubtle, and as prone to mifchief 
rform’t)his mind and place 
e another ; yed rechamacany, 
ly t his pomp, as wellin France 
1ere atheme, fumed the King our mafter 
Fo chts laft coftiy treaty, th’ enterview, 
That fwa'tlow’d fo much ecbileme and likea glafs 
Did break i’th’ rinfing, 
Nor. Faith, and fo it did, 
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Buck, Pray give me tavour, Sir ---—— this cunning 
Cardinal 

The articles oth’ combination drew 
As himfelf pleas’¢d; and they were’ratify’d 
Ashecry’d, letit be toasmuchend, 
As givea crutch toth’ dead, But our * Court-Cardinal 
Has done this, and ’tis well for worthy Wol/ey, 
Whocannoterr, hedidit, Nowthis follows, 
(Which, as I takeit, isakindof puppy 
Toth’ olddam, treafon) Charles the Emperor, 
Under pretence to fee the Queen his aunt, 
(For ’twas indeed his colour, buthecame 
To whifper Wolfey) here makes vifitation: 
His fears were, thatthe interview betwixt 
England and France, might through their amity 
Breed him fome prejudice; for from this league 
Peep’dharmsthat menae’dihim. He privily 
Deals with our Cardinal, andasItrow; 
Which Ido well——for I am fure the Emperor 
Paid ere he promis’d, whereby his fuit wasgranted 
Eré it wasask’d. But whenthe way was made, 
And pay’d with gold; the Emp’ror thus defir’d, 
That he would pleafe to alter’the King’s courfe, 
And break the forefaid peace. Let the King kaow, 
(Asfoon he fhallby me) thatthus the Cardinal 
Does buy and fell his honour as he pleafes, 
And for his own advantage. | 

Nor, Iam forry 
Tohear thisof him! and could wilh you were 
Something miftaken in’t, 

Buck, No, nota fyllable: 
I do pronounce him in that very fhape - 
He fhall appear in proof, 


SCENE III, 
Enter Brandon, a ferjeant at arms before him, and two 
or three of the guard, 
Bran, Your office, Serjeant; execute in 
. Serj 


*« 


count, 
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Serj. Sir, 
My lordthe Duke of Buckingham, and Earl 
Of Hertford, Stafford, aad Northampton, 1 
Arreft thee of hightreafon, in the name 
Of our moft Sov'reign King, 
Buck, Loyou, my lord, 
The net has fall’n upon me; I fhall perifi: 
Wnder device and practice, 

Bran. 1 am forry 
Tolce you ta’en from liberty, to look on 


a Ys 


‘Ehe bufinefs.prefent. ’fishis Highnefs pleafure 
You fhall to th Tower. 
Buck. It will help me nothing. 
To pleadmineinnocence; for that dye ison me, 
Which: makes my whit’ft part black, The will of heav’m 
Be done in this.and all. things :: 1 obey. 
@my lord Aberganny, fare ye well. 
Bran, Nay, hemuftbearyou company. The King. 
Is pless’d you fhall toth’ Tower, ‘till youknow 
Wow he determines further. 
Aber, As the Duke faid, 
The will of heay’n be done, and the King’s pleafure: 
By me obey’d: 
Bran, Here isa warrantfrom 
The King, t’attachlord Montague, and’ the bodies: 
Of the Duke’sconfeflor, Sohn dela Car, 
And Gilbert Peck, his chancellor. 
Buck. So, {a4 
Thefe arethe limbs o’th’ plot: no more, Lhope® 
Bran, A monk o’th’ Chartrea~x. 
Buck, Nicholas Hopkins? 
Bran., He. 
Buck, My furveyor is falfe, the o’er-great Cardinal: 
Hath fhew’d him gold; my life is fpann’d already : 
iam the fhadow cf poor-Buckingham, 
W hofe figureev’nthis inftantcloud putson, 


> 


u 
By dark’nibg my. clear fun.. My,lord, farewel. [Exe, 
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a 


S. Cie Ne ba lV. 


Carnet. Enter King Henry, leaning on the Cardinal’s 
fhoulder; ihe Nobles and Sir Thomas Love!; the 
Cardinal places himfelf under the King’s feet, on his. 
right fide. : 


King. Y lifeitfelf, andthe beft heart of it, 
-Thanks you for this great care. I flood 

i’th’ level 

. Of afull-charg’d confed’racy, and give thanks 

To youthat choak’dit. Let be call’d before us 

That gentleman of Buckingham’s in perfon, 

I'll hear him his confeffions juftifie, 

And point by point the treafons of his mafter 

He shall again relate. 


A noife, with crying, Room for the Queen: Ufher’d by 
the Duke of Norfolk, Enter the Queen, Norfolk and 
Suffolk ; fhekneels. The King rifeth from his ftate, takes: 
her up,. kiffes. and placeth her by him. 


Queen, Nay, we muft longerkneel ; Tama fuitor.] 
King. Arife, andtake place by us; half your fuit 
Never name to us; youhave half our power : 
The other moiety ere you ask is given ; 
Repeat your will and take it. 
Qucen. Thank your Majefty, 
That you would love your felf, and in that love 
Not unconfider’d leave your honour, nor 
The dignity of your office, is the point 
Of my petition. 
King. Lady mine, proceed. 
G)ueex. 1. am follicited, not by a few, 
And thofe of true condition, that your fubjedts 
Are in great grievance. There have been commiffions: 
Sent down among ’em, which have flaw’d the heart 
@f all their loyalties; wherein although [To Wolfey. 


(My 
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(My good lord Cardinal) they vent reproaches 
Moft bitterly on you as putter on 
Of thefe exadtions, yet the King our mafter 
(Whofe honour heav’n fhield from foil) efcapes not 
Language unmannerly ; yea fuchwhich breaks 
The fides of loyalty, and almoft appears 
In loud rebellion, 

Nor Not almoft appears, 
It doth appear; for upon thefe taxations, 
Theclothiers all, not able to maintain 
The many tothem longing, have put off 
The {pinfters, carders, fullers, Weavers, whe 
Unfit for other life, compell’d by hunger 
And lack of other means, indefp’rate manner 
Daring th’ event to th’ teeth, are all in uproar, 
And danger ferves among them, 

King. Taxation ? 
Wherein? and what taxation? my lord Cardinal, 
You that are blam’d for it alike with us, 
Know you of this taxation? 

Wol, Pleafe you, Sir, 
I know butof a fingle part in ought 
Pertzins to th’ fiate, and front but in: that file 
W here: others tell fteps with me. 

Queen, No, my lord, 
You know no more than others: but you frame 
Things that are known alike, which are not wholfome 
To thofe which would not know them, and yet muft_ 
Perforce be their acquaintance. Thefe exactions 
(Whereof my Sov’raign would have. note) they are 
Mott peftilent to th’ hearing; and to bear "em, 
The back is facrifice to th’. load; they. fay, 
They are devis’d by you, or elfe you fuffer 
Too hard an exclamation, 

King. Stull exaétion ! 
The nature of it, in what kind let’s know 
In this exaction ! 

Queen, 1am much too vent’rous 
Intempting of: your patience, but am bolden'd 
Under your promis’d pardon, The fubjedts grief 
Comes 
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Comes through commiffions, which compel from each 
The fixth 'pare of his fubftance, to be levy’d 
Without delay ; and the pretence for this 
Is natn’d your wars in France, Thismakes bold mouths,. 
Tongues {plit theirduties out, and coldhearts freeze 
Allegiancein them; Alltheir curfesnow 
Live where their pray’rs did; andit’s come to pafs, | 
That traétable obedience ‘is a ‘flaye 
To each incenfed will, 1 would your Highnefs 
Would give it quick confideration, for 
There is no primer bafenefs. f 
King. By my life, | 
This is againft our pleafure. 
Wol. And for me, 
I have no further gonein this, than by 
A fingle voice, and that not paft'me but 
By learned approbation of the judges. 
If I'm traduc’d by tongues, which neither know 
My faculties nor perfon, yet will be 
The chronicles of my doing; let me fay, 
’Tis but the fate of place, and the rough brake 
That virtue muft gothrough : we mutt not ftint 
Our neceflary ations, in the fear 
To cope malicious cenfures ; whichever, 
As ray’nous fifhes, doa veffel follow 
That ts new trimm’d; but benefit no further 
Than vainly longing. What we oft do beft, 
By fick interpreters, or weak ones, is 
Not ours, or not allow’d: what worft, as ofe 
Hitting a groffer quality, is cry’d up 
For our beft a&: if we ftand ftil], tn fear 
Our motion will be mock’d or carped at, 
We fhould take root here where we fit: 
Or fit {tate-ftatues only. 
King, Things done well, 
And with a care, exempt themfelves from fear : 
Things done without example, in their iffue 
Are to be fear’d, Have you a precedent 
€ £ thiscommiffion ? I believe not any, t 
We muft not rend our {ubje&ts from our laws, - | 


And 
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And ftick them in our will. Sixth part of each? 

A trembling contribution! -why we take 

From ey’ry tree, lop, bark, and part o’th’ timber: 

Andthough we leave it with a root thus hackt, 

The air will drink the fap. To ev’ry country 

Where this is queftion’d, fend our letters, with 

Free pardon to each man that has deny’d 

Theforce of this commiffion ; pray look to’t, 

J put it to your care, . 
Wol. Aword with you, [To the Secretary 

Let there be letters writ to ev’ry fhire 

Of the King’s grace and pardon: Thegrievy’d commons 

Hardly conceive of me; let it bé nois’d, 

That through our interceffion, this revokement 

And pardon comes; I fhall.anon adyife you 

Further in the proceeding. [Exit Secretary. 


§ C:ENiEa™s 
Enter Surveyor. 


Queen. I’m forry that the Duke of Buckingham 
Hs run in your difpleafure, 

King. It grieves many ; 
The gentleman is learn’d, a moft rare fpe-ker, 
To nature none more bound, his training fuch, 
That he may furnith and in@ru& great teachers,. 
And never feek for aid out of himfelf, 
Yet fee, when noble benefits thall prove 
Not well difpos’d; the mind growing once corrupt,. 
They turn to vicious forms, ten times more ugly 
Than ever they were fair, This man fo compleat, 
Who was enroll’d "mongf{t wonders, and. when we: 
Almoft with lift’ning ravifh’d could not find 
His hour of fpeech, aminute; he, my lady,. 
Hath intomonftrous habits put the graces 
That once were his, and is become as black 
As if befmear'd in hell. Sit, you fhall hear 
(This was his gentleman intruft) of him 
TFhings to ftrike honour fad, Bid him recount: 
Zo-fore-recited pradtices, whereof 
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We cannot feel too little, hear too much, 
Wel. Stand forth,and with bold {pirit relate, what you, 
Moft like a careful Subje&, have collected 
Out of the Duke of Buckingham. 
King. Speak freely. 
Surv, Firft, it was ufual with him, ev’ry day 
It would infe& his fpeech, that if the King | 
Should without iffue die, he’d carry’t fo 
To make the fcepter his. Thefe very words | 
I’ve heard him utter to his fon-in-law; 
Lord Aberganny, to whom by oath he menac’d 
Revenge upon the Cardinal. 
Wol. Pleafe your Highnefs, note 
His dangerous conception in this point : 
Not friended by his wifh to your high perfon, 
His will is moft malignant, and it ftretches 
Beyond you to your friends. 
Queen. My learn’d lord Cardinal, 
Deliver all with charity. 
King. Speak on; 
\How grounded he his title to the crown 
Upon our fail? to this point haft thou heard him 
At any time {peak ought? 
Surv, He was brought to this, 
By a vain prophefie of Nicolas Hopkins, 
King, What was that Hopkins? 
_ Surv, Sir, a Chartreux Friar, 
His confeffor, who fed him ev'ry minute 
\With words of Sov’reignty. 
King. How know’ft thou this ? 
Surv. Not long before your Highnefs {ped to Francs, 
|The Duke being at the Rofe, within the parifh 
St. Lawrence Poultry, did of me demand 
| What wasthe fpeech among the Londoners 
}Concerniag the French journey? I reply’d, 
(‘Men fear’d the Frezch would prove perfidious 
(Fo the King’s danger: prefently the Duke 
Said, ’twas the fear indeed, and that he doubted 
’Twould prove the verity of certain words 
Spoke by a holy Monk, that oft, fays he, 
Hath 
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Hath fent to me, wifhing me to permit 
‘ohn de la Car my chaplain, a choice hour 
To hear from him a matter of fome moment: 
Who (after under the commiflion’s feal 
He folemnly had fworn, that what he fpoke 
My chaplain to no creature living but 
To me fhould utter) with demure confidence 
Thus paufingly enfu’d ; Neither the King, nor’s heiss 
(Tell youthe Duke) fhall profper, bid him ftrive 
To gain the love o’th’ commonalty, the Duke 
Shall govern England 
Queen. If 1 know you well, 
You were the Duke’s furveyor, and loft your ofhice 
On the complaint o’th” tenants; take good heed 
You charge not in your fpleen a noble perfon, 
And f{poil your noble foul; I fay take heed; 
Yes, heartily I befeech you. 
King. Let him on, 
Go forward. 
Surv. Onmy foul, I'll {peak but truth. 
I told my lordthe Duke, by th’ devil’s illufions 
The Monk might be deceiv’d, and that’twas dang’rous 
For him to ruminate on this, until 
It forg’d him fome defign, (which, being believ’d, 
It was much like to do) he anfwer’d, Tufh, 
It can do me no damage: addingsfurther, 
That had the King in his laft ficknefs fail’d, 
The Cardinal’s and Sit Thomas Lovell’s heads 
Should have gone off. 
King. Ha! what fo rank? ab ha 
There’s mifchief in thisman; canft thou fay further2 
Sur, Lean, my Liege. e 
King, Proceed. 
Surv, Being at Greenwich, 
After your Highnefs had reprov’d the Duke 
About Sir William Blomer —~———— 
King. I remember 
Of fucha time, he being my fworn fervant, 
The Duke retain’d himhis, But on; what tence? 
Surv. If, quoth he, I for this had been committed, 
As 
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As tothe Tower, I thought; I would have plaid 
The part my father meant to a& upon 
Th’ ufurper Richard, who being at Salisbury, 
Made {uit to come in’s prefence; which, if granted, 
(As he made femblance of his duty) would 
Have put his knife into him. 
King. A giant traitor! 
Wol. Now,Madam,may his Highnefs live in freedom, 
And this man out of prifon? 
Sueen, God mend all, 
King, There’s fomething more would out of thee; 
what fay’ ? 
Surv. After the Duke his father with the knife, 
He ftretch’d him, and with one hand on ‘his dagger, 
Another fpread on’s breaft, mounting his eyes, 
He did difcharge a horrible oath, whofe tenour 
Was, were he evil us’d, he would out-go 
His father, by as much as a performance 
Does an irrefolute purpofe, 
King. There’s his period, 
To fheath his knife in us: he is attach’d, 
Call him to prefent tryal ; if he may 
Find mercy inthe law, ’tis his; if none, 
Let him not feek’t of us: by day and night ; 
He’s traitor to the height, . [Exeunt, 


SCENE. VI. 


Enter Lord Chamberlain, and Lord Sands, “ 


Cham. ¥8't poffible the {pells of France fhould juggle 
Men into fuch ftrange myfterieés ? 

Sands, New cuftoms, 
Though they be never fo ridiculous, 
Nay let ’em be unmanly, yet are follow’d. 

Cham, As far as I fee, all the good our Englifh 
Have got by the laft voyage, is but meerly 
A fit or two o’th’ face, but they are fhrewd oner; 
For when they hold ‘em, you would {wear dite@ly 
Their 
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Their very nofes had been counfellors 
T o Pepin or Clotharius, they keep ftate fo. 
Sands. They’re all new legs, and lame ones; one 
would take it. 
(That never faw ’em pace before) the {payin 
And fpring-halt reign among ’em. 
Cham. Death! my lord, 
Their cloaths are after fuch a pagan cut too, 
That fure they’ve worn out Chriftendom: how now? 
What news, Sir Thomas Lovell ? 


Exter Sir Thomas Lovell. 


Lov: ’Faith, my lord, 
I hear of none, but the new proclamation 
That’s clap’d upon the court gate. 
Cham. What is’t for? 
Lov.The reformation of our travell’d gallants, 
That fill the court with quarrels, talk and tailors. 
Cham, I’m glad ’tis there; now I would pray our 
Menfieurs 
To think an Engli/h courtier may be wife, 
And never fee the Louvre. 
Lov. They muft either 
(For fo run the conditions) leave thofe remnants 
Of fool and feather, thatfthey got in France; 
With all their honourable points of ignorance 
Pertaining thereunto, as fights and fire-works; 
Abufing beter men thanthey can be 
Out of a foreign wifdom, clean renouncing 
The faith they have in tennis, and tall ftockings, 
Short bolfter’d breeches, and thofe types of travel, 
And underftand again like honeft men 
Or pack to their old-fellows; there, I take it, 
They may, cum privilegio, wear away 
The lag-end of their lewdnefs, and be laugh’d at, 
Sands, ’Tistime to give them phyfick, their difeafes 
Are grown fo catching. 
Cham, What a lofs our ladies 
Will have of thefe trim vanities! 
Lov. Ay, marry, 


"Fhere 


King Henry VIII. 2% | 

There will be woe indeed, lords; the fly whorefons 

Have got a fpeeding trick to lay down ladies 

A French fong and a fiddle hos aw tellow, 
Sands. Tiedevil Hdd'e "ein; [’m atad 

For fure thrie’s no conve; ing ‘em: nov 

An hoseft country Lord, as Iam. beaten | 

A long tice out of play, may bring his pisic (ong, 

And have an horr of bearing, and by’r lady 

Held currant mufick too, 

Cham, Wei! faid, lord Sands, 

1 Your colt’s tooth is not caft yet? 

; Sands, Ne, my lord, 

| Nor thall not, while I have a ftump, 

i Cham, Sir Thomas, 

) Whither are you going ? 

| Lov. 'Tothe Cardinal’s : 

Your lordfhipis a guefttoo. 
Cham. O, ’tis true; 

This night he makes a fupper, and a great one, 

) To many lords and ladies ; there will be 

} The beauty of this kingdom, I'll affure you. 

| Lov. Thechurchman bears a bounteous mind indeed 5 

| A hand as fruitful as the land that feeds us, 

} His dew falls ev’ry where, 

_ Cham, No doubt, he’s noble; » 

} He had a black mouth that faid other of him. 

___ Sands, He may, my lord, h’as wherewithal in him; 

Sparing would fhew a worfe than ill do@trine, 

Men of his way fhould be moft liberal, 

They’re fet here for examples, 
Cham, True, they are fo; 

But few now give fo great ones: my barge ftays; 

Your lordfhip fhall along: come, good Sir Thomas, 

We fhall be late elfe, which I would not be, 

For I was fpoke to, with Sir Henry Guilford, 

This night to be comptrollers, 
Savds. I’m your lordhhip’s, 


Ong, 
iTS, 


eee 


ee ee 


[Exeunt, 


SCENE 
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SCENE VII. 


Hautboys. 4 (mail table ander a ftate for the Cardi- 
nal, a loncer rable for the guefts. Then enter Anne 
Bullen, and divers other Ladies and gentiemen, as 


guefts at one door; at another door, enter Sir Henry 
Guilford. 


Guil. Ladies, a gen’ral welcome from his grace 
Salutes ye all: this night he dedicates 
To fair content and you: none here he hopes, 
In all this noble ‘bevy, has. brought with her 
One care abroad: he would have all as merry, 
As, firft, good company, good wine, good welcome, 
Can make good people. ; 

Enter Lord Chamberlain, Lord Sands and Lovell, 


re tardy ; 
The very thoughts of this fair company 
Clap’d wings to me, 

Gham. You're young, Sir Harry Guilford. 
Sands. Sit Thomas Lovell, had the Cardinal 
But half my lay-thoughts in him, fome of thefe 
Should find a running banquet ere they refted; 
I think would better pleafe ‘em: by my life, 

They are a {weet fociety of fair ones. 


“ 


Lov. © that your lordfhip were but now confeflor 


To one or two of thefe. 

Sands, I would I were, 
They fhould find eafy penance. 

Lov. ’Faith, how ealy ? 

Sands, As eafy as adown bed would afford it. 

Cham, Sweet ladies, willit pleafe youfit: Sir Harry, 
Place you that fide, I'll take the charge of this: 
His Grace is entring; nay you muft not freeze: 
Two-women plac’d together make cold weather: 
My lord Sauds, you are one will keep “em waking; 
Pray fit between thefe ladies. 

Sands. By my faith, 
And thank your lordfhip, By your leaye, {weet ladies; 

If 
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) Hf 1 chance to talka little wild, forgive me: 
1 had it from my father, 
_ «Anne. Was he mad, Sir? 

Sands, O very mad, eaceeding mad, in loye too; 
| But he would bite none; juftas I do now, 
| He’d kifs you twenty with.a breath, 

__ Cham. Well faid, my lord ; 
| So now y’are fairly feated: gentlemen, 
| The penance lies on you, if thefe fair ladies 
) Pafs away frowning, 
_ Sands, For my little cue, 
) Let me alone, 


Hautboys. Enter Cardinal Wolley, and takes 
his flate. 


Wol. Y'arewelcome, my fair guefts; that noble lady 
) Or gentleman that is not freely merry 
|) As not my friend. This to confirm my :welcome, 
| And to you /all-good health. 
Sands. Your Grace is noble: 
) Let me have fuch a bow! may hold my thanks, 
| And fave me fo much talking. 
Wol. My lord Sands, 
) Tam beholden to you; cheer your neighbour: 
| Ladies, -you-are ‘not merry ;:gentlemen, 
)Whofe fault.is this? 
Sands, The red wine firft muft rife 
(In their fair cheeks, my lord, then we fhall have ’em 
| Talk us to filence. . 
inne, You're .a merry gamefter, 
My lord Sands. 
Sands, Yes, if 1 make my play: 
| Here’s to your ladythip, and pledge it, madam: 
| For "tis to fuch a ena 
| Anne. You cannot fhew me, 
| Sands. I told your Grace that they would talk anon, 


[Drum and: trumpets, chambers difcharged, 
Wel, What's that? 


Cham. Look out there, fome of Yes 
| Wel: What warlike yoice, 


= 
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And to what end is this? nay, ladies, fear not; 
By all the laws of war y’are privileged, 
Enter a Servant. 


Cham. How now, what is’t? 
Ser. A noble troop of ftrangers, 
For fo they feem, have left their barge, and landed, 
And hither make, as great ambafladors 
From foreign Princes. 
Wel. Good Lord Chamberlain, 
Go, give ‘em welcome; you can fpeak the French 
tongue, . 
And pray receive ‘em nobly, and conduct ’em 
Into our prefence, where this heav'n of beauty 
Shall fhine at full upon them. Some: attend him, 
(All arife, and tables removed, 
You've now a broken banquet, but we'l! mend it. 
A good digeftion to you-all; and once more 
I fhowre 1 welcome on ye: welcome all. 


Hautboys. Enter King and others as maskers, habited 
like Shepherds, ujher’d by the Lord Chamberlain, They 
pajs direttly before the Cardinal, and gracefully falute 
bim. 

‘A noble company! what are their pleafures? 

Cham. Becaufe they {peak no Englifh,thusthey pray’d 

To tell your Grace, that having heard by fame 

Of this fo noble and fo fair aflembly, 

This night to meet here, they could do no lefs, 

Out of the great refpe& they bear to beauty, 

But leave their flocks, and under your-fair- condu& 

Crave leave to view thefe ladies, and intreat 

An hour of revels with ’em. 

Wol. Say, Lord Chamberlain, 

They've done my poor houfe grace: for which I 

ay ’em 

A thoufand thanks, and pray ’em take their pleafures, 

[Chufe Ladies, King and Anne Bullen. 
King, The faireft hand I ever touch’d! O Beauty, 


*Till now I never knew thees [Majick, Dance. 
ae Wol, 


| Find.out, and he will take it. 
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Wol. My lord. 
Cham, Your Grace? | 
Wol, Pray tell ’em thus much from me: 


| There fhould be one amongft ’em by his perfor 


More worthy this place than my felf, to whom, 

If IT but knew him, with my love and duty 

I would furrender it, - [Whifper. 
Cham. 1 will, my lord. 
Wol. What fay they ? 
Cham. Such a one, they all confefs, 

There is indeed, which they would have your Grace 


Wol. Let me fee then: 
By all your good leaves, gentlemen, here I’ll make 
My royal} choice, 
King. You’ve found him, Cardinal: 
You hold a fair aflembly: you do well, lord. 
You are a church-man,, or I’ll tell you, Cardinal, 
I fhould judge you unhappily. 
Wol. Vr glad — 
Your Grace is grown fo pleafant. 
King. My lord Chamberlain, 


| Pr’ythee come hither, what fair lady’s that ? 


Cham, An’t pleafe your Grace, Sir. Thomas Bullen’s 
daughter, 
(The Vifcount Rochford,) one of her, Highnefs’ women, 
King. By heaven fhe’s a dainty one: {weet heart, 


| I were unmannerly to take youout, {To Anne Bullen. 


And not to kifs you. A health, gentlemen, 
Let it go round. 

Wol. Six Thomas Lovell, is the Banquet ready 
I’ th’ privy chamber ? 

Lov. Yes, my lord, 

Wol. Your Grace, 
I fear, with dancing is a little heated, 

King. I fear too much. 

Wol, There’s frefher air, my lord, 
In the next chamber. 

King. Lead in your ladies every one: {weet partner, 
I muft not yet forfake you; let’s be merry, 


L Good 
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Good my lord Cardinal: I have a dozen healths 

To drink to thefe fair ladies, and a meafure 

To lead them once again, and then let’s dream 

Who’s beftin favour. Let the mufick knock it. 
[Exeunt with trumpets. 
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ACT II. SCENE IL. 


Enter two Gentlemen at feveral Doors. 


1 Gen. \ NV Hither away fo faft ? 
2 Gen, O Sir, God fave ye: 
Ev’n to the hall, to hear what fhall become 
Of the great Duke of Buckingham. 
t Gen. I'll fave you | 
That labour, Sir, All’s now done, but the cere- © 


mony 

Of ‘bringing back the pris*ner. 

2 Gen. Were you there? 

1 Gen, Yes indeed was I. 

2 Gen. Pray [peak what has happen’d? 

1 Gen, You may guefs quickly what. 

2 Gen, Is he found -guilty ? 

3 Gen, Yes, truly is he, and condemn'd upon’t. 

2 Gen, I’m forry for’t. 

1 Gen, So are a number more. 

2 Gen, But pray how paft it? 

1Gen, I'll tell you inalittle. The great Duke 
Came to the Bar; where, to his Accufations 
He pleaded ftill not guilty, and alledg’d 
Many ftharp reafons to defeat the law. 
The King’s Attorney, on the contrary, 
Urg’d-en examinations, proofs, confeffions 
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Of divers witneffes, which the Duke defir’d 
To have brought viva voce to his Face ; 
At which appear'd againft him, his furveyor, 
Sir Gilbert Pecke his chancellor, and Fohn Car 
Gonfeflor to him, with that devil monk 
Hopkins, that made this mifchief, 

2 Gen. That was he 
That fed him with his prophecies. 

1 Gen. The fame. 
All thefe accus’d him ftrongly, which he fain 
W ould have flung from him; but indeed he could riot 


And fo his peers upon this evidence 


Have found him guilty of high treafon. Much 
He fpoke, and learnedly for life; but all 
Was either pitied in him, or forgotten, 

2 Gen. After all this, how did he bear himfelf ? 

1 Gen. When he was brought again to th’ Bar, te 

hear 

His knell rung out, his judgment, he was ftirr’d 
With fuch an agony, he fweat extreamly, 
And fomething {poke in choler, ill and hafty ; 
But he fell to himfelf again, and fweetly 
In all the reft fhew’d a moft noble patience, 

2 Gen. I do not think he fears death. 

1 Gen, Sure he does not, 
He never was fo womanifh; the caufe 
He may a little grieve at. 

2 Gen, Certainly, 
The Cardinal is the end of this, 

1 Gen, ’Tis likely, 
By all conjeCtures: firft Kildare’s attainder, 
‘Then deputy of Ireland; who remov’d, 
Earl Surrey was fent thither, and in hafte toe, 
Left he fhould help his father. 

2 Gen, That trick of ftate 
Was adeep envious one, 

1 Gen, At his return, 
No doubt he will requite it; this is noted, 
And gen’rally, whoever the King fayours, 
The Cardinal inftantly will find employment for, 

é B 2 
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And far enough from court-too. 

2 Gey. All the commons 
Hate him pernicioufly, and 0” my confcience 
Wifh him ten fathom deep: this Duke as much 
They love and doat on, call him bounteous Buckingham, 
The Mirror of.all.courtefy. 


S°C*E Nite ais, 


Enter Buekingham from his Arraignment. Tipftaves be- 
fore him, the Axe with the edge towards him. Hal- 
berds on each fide, accompanied with Sir Thomas 
Lovel, Sir Nicholas Vaux, Walter Sands, and com- 
mon People, &€. 


1 Gen. Stay there, Sir, 
And fee the noble ruin’d Man you fpeak of, 

2 Gen, Let’s ftand clofe and behold him, 

Euck, All good People, 
You that thus far have come to pity me, 
He r what I fay, and then go home and lofe me: 
| have this day receiv’d a traitor’s judgment, 
Ard by that name muft die; yet heav’n bear witnefs 
And if I have a confcience, let it fink me 
E en as the axe falls, if I be not faithful. 
‘Fo th’ law I bear no malice for my death, 
‘TY has done, upon the Premifes, but. Jufiice: 
Bur thofe that fought it, I could wifh more chriftians ; 
Be what they will, 1 heartily forgive "em; 
Yet Jet ’em look they glory not in mifchief, 
Nor build their evils on the graves of great mere; 
For thes, my guiltlefs blood muft cry againft ’em. 
For further life in this world 1, ne’er hope, 
Nor will 1 fue, although the King have mercies 
More than I dare make faults: You few that loy’d me, 
And dare be bold to weep for Buckingham, 
His noble friends and fellows, whom to leave 
Is only biter ro him, only dying, 
Go with me like good Angels to my end, 
And as the long diverce of ftee) falls on mz, 
Make cf your prayers one {weet facrifice, ‘ 
An 
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And lift my- foul to heav’n,. Lead ona God’s name, 
Lov, 1 do befeech your Grace for charity, 
If ever any malice in your heart 
Were hid againft me, now forgive me frankly. 
Buck, sit Thomas Lovell, I as free forgive you 
As I would be forgiven: I forgive all, 
There cannot be thofe numberlefs offences 
*Giinft me, I can’t take peace with: no black envy, 
Shall make my grave— Commend me to his Grace: 
And if he fpeak of Buckingham, pray tell him, | 
You. met him half.in heaven: my vows.and pray’rs 
Yet are the King’s; and ‘till my foul forfake me, 
Shall cry for bieffings on him. May he live 
Longer than I have time to tell his years; 
Ever belov’d and loving may his rule be; 
And when old time fhall lead him to his end, 
Goodnefs and he fill up one monument 
Lov. To th’ water-fide I muft condu@ your Graee;.. 
Then give my charge up to Sir Nicholas Vaux, 
Who-undertakes you to your end, 
Vaux, Prepare there, 
|The Duke is coming:. {ee the barge-be ready,. 
And fit it with fuch furniture as fuits 
The greatnefs of his perfon, 
_ Buck. Nay, Sir Necholas, 
Ler it alone; my ftate now will but mock me: 
When I came hither, I was Lord high conftable, . 
And Duke of Buckingham; now, poor Edward Bohins 
Yet I am richer than my bafe accufers, 
| That never knew what truth meant; I now {eal it; 
And withthat blood will make’em one day groan for’t, 
My noble father, Henry of Buckingham, 
Who firft rais’d head againft ufurping Richard, 
| Frying for fuccour to his fervant Baniffer, 
| Being diftrefs’d, was by that wretch berray’d, 
| And without tryal fell, God’s peace be with him ! 
| Henry the Seventh fucceeding, truly pitying 
| My father’s lo(s, like a moft royal Prince 
| Reftor’d to me my honours; and from ruins, 
|\Made my name once more noble. Now his fon 
B 3 Henry 


30 Ring Henry VIII. 


Henry the Eighth, * name, honour, life; and all 

That made me happy, at one ftroak has taken 

For ever from the world: I had my tryal, 

And muft needs fay, a noble one; which makesme 

A little happier than my wretched father: 

Yet thus far we are one in fortune, both 

Fell by our fervants, by thofe men we lovy’d. 

A moft unnatural and faithlefs fervice! 

Heay’n has an end in all: yet, you that hear me. 

This from a dying man receive as certain: 

Where you are ltb’ral of your loves and counfels, 

3e {ure you be not loofe ; thofe you make friends, 

And give your hearts to, when they once perceive 

The leaft rub in your fortunes, fall away 

Like water from ye, never found again, 

But where they mean to fink ye. All good people 

Pray forme! I muft leave ye; the laft hour 

Of my long weary life is come upon me : 

Farewel; and when you would fay fomething fad, 

Speak how I fell——~I’ve done; and God forgive me, 

[Exesnt Buckingham and Train, . 

1. Gen, O, this is fullof pity ; Sir, it calls, 

I fear, too many curfes on their heads, 

That were the authors. 
2, Gen, If the Duke be guiltlefs, 

*Tis full of woe; yet I can give you inkling 

Of anenfuing evil, if it fall, 

Greater than this, 
1 Gen, Good angels keep it from us: 

What may it be ? you do not doubt my faith, Sir? 
2. Gen, Thisfecret is fo weighty, "twill require 

A ftrong faith to conceal it, 
1 Gen, Let me have it; 

I do nottalk much. 
2. Gen. 1 am confident; 

You fhall, Sir; did you not of Jate days hear 

A buzzing of a feparation 

Between the King and Kath’rize? : 
1 Gen. Yes, Butit held nor; | 

For 
* life, honour, name, and all, 
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For when the King once heard it, out of anger 
He fent command to the Lord Mayor ftrait 
To ftop the rumour, and allay thofe tongues 
That durft difperfe it. 
2, Gen. But that flander, Sir, 
Is found a truth now ; for it grows again 
Frefher than e’er it was; and held for certain 
The King will venture at it, Either the Cardinal, | 
‘Or fome about him near, have (out of malice _ 
'To the good Queen) poffefs’d him with a fcruple 
That will undo her: to confirm this too, 
‘Cardinal Campeius is arriv’d, and lately, 
As all think for this bufinefs. 
1 Gen, ’Tisthe Cardinal ; 
And meerly to revenge him on the Emperor, 
For hot beftowing on him, at his asking, 
‘The Arch-bifhoprick of Toledo, this is purpos’d. 
2 Gen. Ithink you’ve hit the mark ; but is’t not cruel, 
/That fhe fhould feel the fmart of this ? the Cardinal 
| Will have hiswill, and fhe mutt fall. 
1 Gen. ’Tis woful. 
/We are too open here to argue this: 
Ler’s think in private more. [ Exeunt 


SCENE Hl. 
Enter Lord Chamberlain, reading a letter, 


{ e Ylord, thehorfes your lordjhip fent for, with ali 
M the care Ihad I faw well chofen, ridden, and fur- 
nifl’d. They were young and handfome, and of the beft 
breed inthe North. When they were ready to fet out for 
London, 42 man of my lord Cardinal’s, by commifion 

and main power took "em from me, with this reafons 

his mafter would be ferv'd before a fubject, if not before 
the King; which flopp’d cur mouths, Sir, 


| T fear be will indeed; well, let him have them; he will 
| have all, Ithink, 
Enter 
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Enter to the Lord Chamberlain the Dukes of Nortolk 
and Suffolk. 


Nor, Well met my Lord Chamberlain. 
Cham.Good day to both your Graces. 
Suf. How isthe King employ’d? 
Cham, I left him private, 
Full of fad thoughts and troubles. 
Nor. What's the caufe? 
Cham, It feems the marriage with his brother’s wife 
Has crept too near his confcience, 
Suf. No, his confcience 
Has crept too near another lady. 
Nor, *’Tis fo 


rT} 


This is the Cardinal’s doing; the King-Cardinal ; 
That blind prieft, like the eldeft fon of fortune, 
Turns’ what he Jift. The King will know him one day, 

suf. Pray God he do; he’ll neyer know himfelf elfe. 
Nor. How holily he works in all his bufinefs, 
And with what z-al? fot now he hascrackt the league 
‘ween us and th’ Emperor, the Queen’s great nephew: 

He dives into the King’s foul, and there {carters 
Doubts, dangers, wringing of the confcience, 

Fears and defpair, and all thefe for his Marriage; 
And out of all rhefe to reftore the King, 

He counfels a divorce, a lofs of her 
Thar like a jewel has hung twenty years 
About his neck, yet never loft her luftre ; 

Of her thar loves him with that excellence, 

That zngels love good men with; even of her, 

That, when the greateft ftroke of fortune falls, 

Will blefs the King; and is not this courfe pious ? 

Cham. Heav’n keepme from fuch counfel! ’tis moft 
true, 

Thefe news are ev'ry where, ev’ry tongue fpeaks’em, 

And every true heart weeps for’s, All that dare 
Look into thefe affairs, fee his main end, 

The French King’s fifer. Heav’n will one day open 

The King’s eyes, that fo long haye flept upon 

Tiis bold, bad man, 


; 


Suf, 
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Suf, And free us from his flayery. 

Nor. We had need pray, and heartily for deliv’rance 5 
Or this imperious man will work us all 
From Princes into pages ; all mens honours 
Lie like one lump before him, to be fafhion’d 
Into what pirch he pleafe. 

Suf, For me, my: lords, 
I love him not, nor fear him, there’s my creed : 
As Lam made without him, fo ll ftand, 
If the King pleafe; his curfes: and his bleflings 
Touch me alike; they’re breath | not believe in, 
I knew him, and 1 know him; fol leave him 


‘To him, that made him proud, the Pope. 


Nor. Let’s in; 
And with fome other bufinefs, put the King [him 5 
From thefe fad thoughts that work too much upon 
My lord, you'll bear us company ? 
Cham. Excufe me, 
The King hath fent me other-where : befiles 
You'll find a moft unfit time to difturb him: 
Health to your lordfhips. [Exit Lord Chamberlain. 
Nor. Thanks, my good Lord Chamberlain. 


The Scene draws, and: difcovers the King fisting and 
: reading penfively. 
suf, How fadhe looks! fure he is much afflifed. 
King, Who's theré?: ha? 
“Nor. Pray God he be not angry. 
King. Who’s there, I fay? how dare youthruft your 
felves 
Into my private meditations? 


Who am |? Ha? 


Nor; A gracious, King, that pardons all offences 


Malice ne’er meant: our breach of duty this way,~, 


Ps bufinefs- of eftate; in which we come. 
To know your royal pleafure. 
King, Ye are too bolds 
Goto; ll make ye know-your times of bufinefs: 
Is this an hour for temporal affairs? hai , | : 
sB 5 knter 
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Enter Wolfley, and Campeius the Pope's Legat, 
with a Commiffion. 


Who’s there? my good Lord Cardinal ? O my Woljey, 
The quiet of my wounded confcience ; 
Thou art acure fit for the King. You're welcome, 
Moft learned vev’rend Sir, into our kingdom, 
Ufe us, and it; my good lord, have great care 
I be not found a talker, 
Wol, Sir, you cannot : 
1 would your Grace would give us but an hour 
Of private conf’rence. 
_ King. We are bufy; go. 
Nor. This prieft has no pride jn him? 
Suf, Not to {peak of: 
¥ would not be fo fick though, for his place: 
But this cannot continue, 
Nor. If it do, 
Ill venture one heaye at him. 
Suf. I another, [Exeunt Norfolk and Suftolk: 
Wol. Your Grace has given a precedent of wifdom 
Above all Princes, in committing freely 
Your fcruple to the voice of Chriftendom: 
Who can be angry now ? what envy reach you? 
The Spaniard, ty’d by blood and favour to her, 
Muft now confefs, if they have any goodnefs, 
The tryal juft and noble, All the clerks, 
J mean the learned ones in chriftian kingdoms, 
Have their free voices. Rome, the nurfe of judgment, 
Invited by your noble felf, hath fent 
One gen’ral tongue unto us. this good man, 
This juft and learned prieft, Cardinal Campeius, 
Whom once more! prefent unto your Higtnefs, {come, 
King. And once more in my arms. 1 bid him wel- 
And thank the holy conclave for their loves, 
They’ve fent me fuch a min I would have with'd fer: 
Cam. Your Grace muft needs deferve all ftgangers 
loves, 
You are fo noble: to your Highnefs’ hand 
k tender my commiflion; by. whofe virtue, 
; arth 
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(The court of Rome commanding) you, my lord 
Cardinal of York, are join’d with me, their feryant, 
In the impartial judging of this bufinefs. ; 
| King. Two equal men: the Queen fhall be acquainted 
| Forthwith for what you come. Where’s Gardiner? 
Wol. I know yaur Majefty has always lov’d her 
So dear in heart, not to deny her what 
A woman of lef« place might ask by law, 
Scholars allow’d freely to argue for her. 
King. Ay, andthe beft, the fhall have; and my favour 
To him that does beft, God forbid elfe, Cardinal, 
Pr’ythee call Gardiner to me, my neW Secretary, 
I find him a fit fellow. 


Enter Gardiner. 


Wel. Give me your hand; much joy and favour to you, 

You are the King’s now. 
| Gard. But to be commanded 
| For ever by your Grace, whofe hand has rais’d mes 
King. Come hither, Gardiner. [Walks and whifpers. 

Cam, My lord of York, was not one doctor Pace 
In this man’s place before him? 

Wol, Yes, he was. 

Cam. Was he not held a learned man? 

Wol. Yes, furely. 

Cam. Believe me, there’s an ill opinion fpread thes 
Ev’n of your felf, lord Cardinal, 

Wol, How? of me? . 

Cam, They will not ftick to fay you envy’d him; 
And fearing he would rife, he was fo virtuous, 
Kept him a foreign man ftill: which fo griev’d him 
That he ran mad and dy’d. 

Wol, Heav’n’s peace be with him! 
That’s chriftian care enough: for living murmurers, 
There’s places of rebuke. He was a fool, 
For he would needs be virtuous. That good fellow, 
1f 1 command him, follows my appointment ; 
| J will have none fo near elfe. Learn this, brother,’ 
We live not to be grip’d by meaner perfons. 


King. 
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King, Deliver this with modefty to th’ Queen: 
[Exi Gardiner, 
The moft convenient place that I can think of, 
For fuch receit of learning, is Black-fryars : 
here ye fhall meet about this weighty bufinefs. 
My Wel/ey fee ic furnifh’d. O my lord, 
Would it not grieve an able man to leave 
So {weet a bedfellow? but confcience, confcience —— 
O "tis a tender place, andI muft leave her. [Exeunt. 


S CEN E. «sv. 


Enter Anne Bullen. and an old Lady. 


Anne, O T for that neither 
that pinches, 
His Highnefs liv’d fo long with her, and fhe 
So good a lady, that no tongue could ever 
Pronounce difhonour of her; by my life, 
She never knew harm-doing: oh, now after 
So many courfes of the fun enthron’d, 
Stull growing in a majefty and. pomp, 
The which to leave, a thoufand fold more bitter 
Than. {weet at firft t’acquire, After this procefs, 
To give her the avaunt! it isa pity 
Would move a montter, 
OldL, Hearts of moft hard. temper 
Melt and lament for her.’ 
Anne. In God’s will, better 
She ne'er had known pomp; though’t be temporal] 
Yet if that quarrel, fortune, do divorce 
It from the bearer, ’tis a fuff’rance panging 
As foul and body fev’ring, 
Old L.. Ah poor lady, 
She’s ftranger now again, 
Anne, SO much the more 
Muft pity drop upon her; verily 
T {wear ‘tis better to be lowly born, 
Ang range with humble livers in content, 


, 
here’s the pang 


Thas 
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a 


‘Than to be perk'd up in a olift’ring grief, 


And wear a golden {orrow. 
Old L. Our content 


Is our beft having. 
Anne, By my troth and maidenhead, 


| I would not be a Queen. 


Old L. Befhrew me I would, 
And venture maidenhead for’t; and fo would you, 


- For all this fpice of your hypocrify ; 
You thet have fo fair parts of woman on you, 
- Have too a woman’s heart, which ever yet 


Affe&ted eminence, wealth, fovereigrty ; 

Which, to fay footh, are bleffings; and which gifts 

(Saving your mincing) the capacity 

Of your foft + cheveril confcience would receive, 

If you might pieafe to ftretch it. 
‘Anne. Nay, good troth: {Queen? 
Qld L. Yes, troth and troth; you would not be a 
Anne. No, not for all rhe riches under heav’n. 
OldL. ’Tis firange; a‘ three-pence bow’d would 


hire me, 
Old as I am, to,queen it; but I pray you, 
What think you of a Dutchefs? have you limbs 
To bear that load of title ? 
Anne. No, in truth, 

Old L. Then youare weakly made: pluck offa little s 
I would not be a young Count in your way, . 
For more than blufhing comes to: if your back 
Cannot vouchfafe this burden, tis too weak} _ 
Ever to get a boy. ; 

Anue, How do you talk! 
I {wear again, I would not be a Queen 
For all the world. 
Old L. In faith for little England 
You'll venture an emballing: 1 my felf 
Would for Carnarvanfhire, though there |belong’d 
No more to th’ crown but that. Lo, who comes here ? 
Enter 


+ i.e. Tender, from Caprellus, Lat. Ciaverello, If. 
Chevereul, Fr. 4 young Goat or Kid, 
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Enter Lord Chamberlain. 


Cham, Good-morrow, ladies; what were’t worth 
to know 
The fecret of your conf rence ? 
Anne. My good lord, 
Not your demand; it values not your asking: 
Our miftrefs’ forrows we were pitying. 
Cham. It was a gentle bufinefs, and becoming 
The action of good women: there is hope 
All will be well. 
Anne, Now I pray God, amen. [fings 
Cham. You bear a gentle mind, and heav’noly blef- 
Follow {uch creatures. That you may, fair lady, 
Perceive I fpeak fincerely, and high netes 
Ta’en of your many virtues; the King’s Majefty 
Commends his good opinion to you, and 
Does purpofe honour to you no lefs flowing 
Than Marchionefs of Pembrook; to which title 
A thoufand pound a year, annual {uppost, 
Out of his grace he adds, 
Anne. I do not know ‘ 
What kind of my ebedience I fhould tender; 
Mere than my all, is nothing ; for my prayers 
Are not words duly hallow’d, nor my withes 
More worth than vanities; yet pray’rs and wifhes 
Are all I can return, *Befeech your lordthip, 
Vouchfafe to fpe:k my thanks and my obedience, 
As from a blufhing handmaid to his Highnefs; 
Whofe health and royalty I pray for. 
Cham, Lady, 
I fhall not fail,t’approve the fair conceit 
The King hath of you. — I’ve perus’d her well, 
Beauty and honour in her are fo mingled [Afide; 
That they have cavght the King; and who knows yet, 
But from this lady may proceed a gem 
To lighten all this Iffe 2? Pll to the King, 
And fay I fpoke with you. [Exit Chamberlain. 
Anme. My honour’d lord, Monga” 
OldL, Why this it is: fee, fee,’ 


: I hay: 
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I have peen begging fixteen years in court 
(Am yet a courtier beggarly) nor could 
Came pat betwixt too early and too late, 
For any fuit of pounds: And you, oh fate! 
(\ very trefh fith here; fie, fie upon 
This compell’d fortune) have yourjmouth fill’d up 
Before you open it. 
| Anne. This is ftrange to me. 
| old L. How taftes ir? is it bitter? forty pence, nos 
| There was a lady once (‘cis an old ftory) 
That would not be a Queen, that wculd fhe not, 
For all the mud in Egypt; have you heard it? 
Anne. Come, you are pleafant. 
Old L. With your theme, | could 
O’er-mount the lark. The marchiorefs of Pembrook ! 
A thoufand pounds a year, for pure refpe! 
No other obligation? By my life 
That promifes more thoufands: honour’s train 
Is longer than his forc-skirt. By this time 
I know your back will bear a Dutchefs, Say, 
Are you not ftronger than you were? 
Anne. Good lady, 
Make your felf mirth with your particular fancy, 
And leave me out on’r. Would I had no being, 
If this falute my blood a jot; it faints me 
To think what follows. 
The Queen is comfortlefs, and we forgetful 
In our long abfence; pray do not deliver 
What here y’ave heard, to her. 
Old L, What do you think me? —— fExeunt, 


eee 
SCENE VI. 


Trumpets, Sonnet, and Cornets. Enter two Vergers, 
with foort filver wands, next them two Scribes in 
the habits of Doctors: after them, the Bifhop of Can- 
-terbury alone; after him, the Bifhops of Lincoln, 
Ely, Rochefter, and St. Afaph; mext them, with 


fome 
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fome {mall diftance, follows a gentleman bearing the 
purfe with the great feal, and the Cardinal’s hat ; 
then two Priefts, bearing each a filver crofs; thena 
gentleman-ufher bare-headed, accompanied with a fer- 
jeant at arms, bearing a mace; then two gentlemen, 
bearing two filver pillars; after them, fide by fide, 
the two Cardinals, two noblemen with the {word 
and mace, The King takes place under the cloth of 
fiate; the two Cardinals fit under him as judges, 
The Queen takes place fome diftance from the King, 
The bifhops place themfelves on each fide the court in 
manner of a confiftory: below them, the [cribes. The 
lords fit next the. bifhops, The reft of the attendants 
fland in convenient order about the flage, 


Wol. % Acer our commiffion from Rome is read. 
Let filence be commanded, 
King, What’s the need ? 

It hath already publickly been read, 

And on all fides th’ authority allow’d, 

You may then fpare that time, 

Wol. Be’t fo, proceed. 

Scribe. Say, Henry King of England, come into the 
court, 

Cryer. Henry King of England, &c. 

King. Here. 

Scribe, Say, Katherine Queen of England, 

€ome into the court. 

Cryer. Katherine, Queen of England. &c. 

[The Queen makes no an[wer, rifes out of her chair,goes 
about the court, comes to the King, and kneels at his 
feet, then [peaks ; | 

Sir, | d:fire you do me right and juftice, 

And to beftow your pity on me; for 

I am a moft poor woman, and a ftranger, 

Born out of your dominions; having here 

No judge indiff’rent, and no more affurance 

Of equal friendfhip and proceeding, Alas, Sir, 

In what have I offended you?’ what caufe 

Hath my behaviour giv’n to your difplesfure, 

That 
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That thus you fhould proceed to put me gue Res 
And take your good grace from me? Heaven witnefs, 
Fve been to you a true and humble wife, 

At all times to your will conformable: 

Ever in fear to kindle your diflike, 

Yea, fubje& to your count’nance; glad os forry, 

As I faw it inclin’d: when was the hour 

I ever contradiéted your defire ? 

Or made it not mine too? which of your friends 
Have I not ftrove to love, although I knew 

He were mine enemy? what friend of mine, 


‘That had to him deriv’d your anger, did I 


Continue in my liking? nay, give notice 
He was from thence difcharg’d? Sir, call to mind,. 
That I have been your wife, in this obedience, 
Upward of twenty years, and have been bloft 
With many children by you. If in the courfe 
And procefs of the time you can report, — 
And prove it tao, againft mine honour ought, 
My bond of wedlock, or my. love and duty 
Againft your facred perfon; in God’s name 
Turn me away; and let the foul’ft contempt 
Shut door upon me, and fo give me up 
To the fharpeft kind of juftice, Pleafe you, Sir, 
The King your father was reputed for 
A Prince moft prudent, of an excellent 
And unmatch’d wit and judgment. Ferdinand 
My father, King of Spain, was reckon’d one 
The wifeft Prince that there had reign'd, by many 
A year before. It is not to be queftion’d, 
That they had gather’d a wife council to them 
Of ev’ry realm, that did debate this bufinefs, 
Who deem’d our marriage lawful. Wherefore humbly, 
Sir, 1 befeech you, fpare me, "till I may 
Be by my friends in Spain advis’d , whofe counfel 
I will implore. If not, rth” name of God 
Your pleafure be fulfill’d, 

lol. You have here, lady, 
(And of your choice) thefe rev’rend fathers, men 
Of fingular integrity and learning : 
¥ea,; 
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Yea, the ele& o’th’ land, who are aflembled 
Fo plead your caufe. It fhall be therefore baotlefs 
That longer you defer the court, as well 
For your own quiet, as to reétifie 
What ts unfettled in the King. 
Cam. His Grace 
Hath fpoken well and juftly: therefore, madam, 
It’s fit this royal feffion do proceed, 
And that without delay their arguments 
Be now produc’d, and heard, 
@)ueen. Lord Cardinal, 
To you I f{peak. 
Wol. Your pleafure, madam. 
Queen, Sir, 
J am about to weep; but thinking that i 
We are a Queen, or Jong have dream’d fo, certatie 
The daughter of a King, my drops of teara 
Vl turn to fparks of fire. 
Wol. Be patient yet ; 
Queen. I will, when you are humble; nay before, 
Or God will punifh me. 1 do believe, 
Indue’d by potent circumftances, that 
You are mine enemy, and make my challenge, 
You fhalb not be my judge. For it is you 
Idave blown this coal betwixt my lord and me, 
Which God’s dew quench! therefore I fay again, 
I utterly abhor, yea from my foul 
Refufe you for my judge, whom yet once more 
I hold my moft malicious foe, and think not 
At alla friend to truth. 
Wel. I do profefs 
You fpeak not like your felf, who ever yet 
Have ftood to charity, and difplay’d th’ effects 
Of difpofition gentle, and of wifdom . 
O’er-topping womar’s power. Madam, you wrong me, 
I have no {pleen againft you, nor injuftice 
For you, or any; how far I’ve proceeded, 
Or how far further fhall, is warranted 
By a commiffion from the coafittory, 
Yea, the whole confift’ry of Rome. Yau charge iis 
That 
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That I haye blown this coal; I. do deny it. 
The King is prefent; if’t be known to him 
That I gainfay my deed, how may he wound, 
And worthily, my falfhood? yea, as much 
_As you have done my truth. But if he know 
| That I am free of your report, he knows 
Iam not of your wrong. Therefore in him 
It lyes to cure me, and the cure is to 
Remove thefe thoughts from you. The which before 

His Highnefs fhall {peak in, I dobefeech __ 
You, gracious madam, to unthink your fpeaking, 
| And fay no more, 

Queen, My lord, my lord, I am 
_ A fimple woman, mach too weak t’oppofe 
_ Your cunning, You are meek, and humble-mouth’d ; 
_ You fign your place and calling, in full feeming; 
| With mecknefs and humility ; but your heart 
Is cramm’d with arrogance, with {pleen and pride. 
| You have by fortune and his Highnefs’ favours 
_ Gone flightly o’er low fteps, and now are mounted 
Where pow’rs are your retainers; and your words, 
Domefticks to you, ferve your will, as't pleafe| 
Your felf pronounce their office. I muff tell you, 
Youtender more your perfon's honour, than 
Your high profeffion fpiritual, That again 
I do jrefufe you for my judge, and here 
_ Before you all, appeal unto the Pope 
| To bring my whole caufe fore his holinefs, 
And to be judg’d by him. 
[She curtfies to the King, and offers ta depart. 

Cam. The with is obftinate, 
Stubborn to juftice, apt t’aceufe it, and 
| Di(dainful to be try’d by’t; ’tis not well. 
| She’s going away. 

King. Call her again. 

Cryer. Katherine, Queen of England, come into the 

court, 

| Ufher. Madam, you are eall’d back. 
| Quem, What need you note it? pray you keep your 


way. 
: Whea 


Ad King Henry VII, 
When you are call'd, return. Now the Lord help 
They vex'me paft my patience pray pafs o 
J will not tarry; no, nor ever more 
Upon this bufinefs my appearance make 
In any of their courts, 

[Exeunt Queen and her attendan 


SCENE VII, 


King. Go'thy ways, Kare, 
Tha¢ man i’th’ world, who fhall report he has 
A better wife, let him in nought be trufted; 
For {peaking falfe in' that.» Thou art alone, 
(If thy rare qualities, fweet gentlenefs, 
Ehy meeknefs faint-like, wife-like government; 
Obeying in commanding, and thy. parts 
Sovereign and pious, could but {peak thee out) 
The Queen of earthly Queens: She’s noble born 
And like her true nobility, fhe has 
Carried her felf tow’rds me. 

Wol. Moft gracious Sir, 
In humbleft manner I’ require your Highnefs 
That it fhall pleafe you to declare, in hearing 
Of all thefe ears (for where I’m robb’d and bound 
There muft I be unloos'd, although not there: 
At once, and fully fatisfy’d) if 1 
Did broach this bufine’s to your Highnefs, or 
Laid any fcruple in your way, which might 
Induce you to the queftion on’t; or ever 
Have to you, but with thanks to God for fuck 
A royal lady, fpake one the leaft word, 
That might be prejudice of her prefent fate, 
Or touch of her good perfon ? 

King. My lord Cardinal, 
I do excufe you; yea, upon mine honour, 
I free you from’t: you are not to be taughre, 
That you have many enemies, that know not 
Why they are fo, but like: the village-curs, 
Bark when their fellows do, By fome of thefe 
The Queen is put in anger; y’re excus’d 
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But willyou be more juftify’d? you ever 
Have wilh’d the fleeping of this bufinefs, never 
| Defir’d it to be ftirr’é; but oft,have hindred 

The paflages made tow’rds it: on my honour 

1 fpeak, my good lord Cardinal}, to this point; 
And thus far-clear him.. Now, what mov’d me to’t, 
will be bold with time, and your attention: 

Then mark th’ inducement. Thus it came; give heed to’t. 
My confcience firft receiv'’d a tendernefs, 

Scruple, and prick, on certain fpeeches utter’d 

By th’oifhop of Bayon, then French ambaflador, 

Who had been hither fent on the debating 

A marriage ’twixt the Duke of Orleans and 

Our daughter Mary: I’th’ progrefs of this bufinefs, 
| Ere a determinate refolution, he 
}{1 mean the bifhop) did require a refpite, 
| Wherein he might the King his lord advertife, 
Whether our daughter were legitimate, 
|RefpeGting this our marriage with the Dowager, 

| Sometime our Brother’s wife. This refpite fhook 
'The bofom of my confcience, enter’d me, 

Yea with a {plitting power; and made to. tremble 
|The region of my breaf, which fore’d fuch way, 
‘That many maz’d confiderings did throng 

And preft it with this caution, Firft methought 
JI ftood not in the {mile of heav’n, which had 
|Commanded nature, that my lady’s womb 

(if it conceiv’d a male-childby me) fhould 

Do no more offices of life to’t, than 

IThe grave does to the dead 5. for her male-iffue, 
\Or died wheresthey: were made, or fhortly after 
This world-had air'’d them. Hence I took athoughr, 
‘This was a judgment on me, that my kingdom 

i( Well worthy the beft heir'o’th’ world) fhould noe 
Be glad in ene by me. Then follows, that 

T weigh’d the danger which my. realms {tood in, 

By this my iflue’s fail, and that, gave to me . 

IMany a groaning throe: thus hulling in 
The wild fea of my confcience, 1, did, fleer 
‘Towards this remedy; whereon we are 
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Now prefent here together: that’s to fay, 
I meant to reétifie my confcience, (which | 
I then did feel full fick, and yet not well) | 
By all the rev’rend fathers of the land | 
And doétors learn’d. Firft I began in private | 
With you my lord of Lincoln, you remember | 
How under my oppreffion I did reel, 
When I firft mov’d you. 
Lin, Very well, my liege. 
King. 1 have {poke long; bepleas'd your felf tofay 
How far you fatisty’d me. 
Lin. Pleafe your Highnefs, 
The queftion did at firft fo fagger me, 
Bearing a ftate of mighty momenr in’s, 
And confequence of cread ; that I committed 
The daring’ft counfel which 1 had to doubt: 
And did intreat your Highnefs to this cougle 
Which you are running here. 
King, 1 then mov’d you 
My lord of Canterbury, and got your leave 
To make this prefent fummons unfollicited. 
I left no rev’rend perfon in this court, 
But by particular confent proceeded 
Under your hands and feals. Therefore go on; 
For no diflike i’th’ world againft the perfon 
Of our good Queen, but the fharp thorny points 
Of my alledged reafons drive this forward. 
Prove but our marriage Jawful, by my life 
And kingly dignity, we are contented 
To wear our mortal ftate to come, with her, 
(Katherine our Queen) before the primeft creature 
That's paragon’d i’th’ world. 
Cam. So pleafe your Highnefs, 
The Queen being abfent, ’tisa needful fitnefs 
That we adjourn this court to further day, 
Mean while muft be an earneft motion 
Made to the Queen, to call ‘back her appeal 
She intends to his Holinefs. | 
King. I may perceive 
Thefe Cardinals trifle with -me: I abbor 
This 
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This dilatory floth, and tricks of Rome. 

| My learn’d and well-beloved {ervant Cranmer, 

| Pr’ythee return; with thy approach, I know, 

_ My comfort comes along. Break upthe court: 

I fay, fet on. {Exeant, in manner as they enter'd. 


] 
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ACT Il sSCENE I 


Enter Qusen and her Women, as at work, 


QUEEN, 


TL AKE thy lute, wench, my foul grows fad with 
troubles; 

(Sing, and difperfe ’em if thou canft: leave working. 4 
| 


S$ ON G 


SARE with his lute, made trees, 
Andithe mountam tops that freexe, 
Bow themfelves when he did fing, 
To his: mujick, plants and flowers 
Ever rofe, as fun and foowers 
There had made a lafting {pring. 
| Ev'ry thing that heard him play, 
Ev'n the billows of the fea, 
| Hung ther heads, and then lay by, 
In (weet mufick is fuch are, 
Killing care, and grief of heart, 
Fall afleep. or hearing die, 


| Enter a Gentleman, 


_ Queen, How-now ? 


] 
| Gent, And’t pleafe your Grace, the two great Cardinals 
Wait in the prefence, 

Queen, 
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Queen, Would they fpeak with me? 
Gent. They will’d me fay fo, Madam. 
G)ueen. Pray their Graces 
To come near; what can be their bufinefs 
With me, a poor weak woman, fall’n from favour ?: 
I do not like their coming, Now I think on’t, 
They fhould be good men, their affairs are righteous, 
But all hoods make not monks, 


Enter the Cardinals Wolfey and Campeius. 


Wol, Peace to your Highnefs. : 

Queen, Your Graces find me here part ofa houfe-wife, 
(1 would be all) againft the worft may happen: 
What are your pleafures with me, revrend lords? 

Wel. May’t pleafe you, noble Madam, to withdraw 
Into yout private chamber; we fhall give you 
The full caufe of our coming. 


~ 


Queen, Speak it here. 


There’s nothing I have done yet, o’ my con{cience, 
Deferves a corner; would all other women 
Could {peak this withas freea foul as 1 do! 
My lords, I care not (fo much I am happy 
Above a number) if my aGions 
Were try’d By ev’ry tongue, ev’ry eye faw ’em, 
Envy and bafe opinion fet againft ’em; 
I know my life fo even. If your bufinefs 
Do feek me out, and that way I am wife in; 
Out withit boldly: truth loves open dealing. 

Wol. Tanta eft erga te mentis integritas, Regina Sere- 

niffima, 

@)ueen, Good my lord, no Latin; 
I am not fuch a truant fince my coming, 
As not to know the language I have liv’d in. 
A ftrange tongue makes my caufe more ftrange, fufpi- 

cious : 

Pray fpeak in Englifh; here are fome will thank you 
If you {peak truth, for their poor miftrefs’ fake. 
Believe me fhe has had much wrong. Lord Cardinal, 
The willing’? fin I ever yet committed 
May be abfoly d in Englifh. 


Wol. 
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Wol. Noble lady, 
m forry my integrity fhould breed 
(And fervice to his Majefty and you) 
So deep fufpicion, where all faith was meant. 
We come not by the way of accufation, 
To taint that honaur every good tongue bleffes ; 
Nor to betray you any way to forrow; 
You have too much, good lady; but to know | 
How you ftand minded in the weighty difference | 
etween the King.and you? and to deliver, | 
Like free and honeft men, our jut opinions 
And comforts to your caufe. 
Cam, Moft honour’d madam, 
My lord of York, out of his noble nature, 
Zeal and obedience he ftill bore your Grace, 
Forgetting like a good man your late cenfure 
Both of his truth and him, (which was too far) 
Offers, as I do, ina fign of peace 
His fervice and his counfe], _____. 
Qlucex, To betray me. 
My lords, 1 thank you both for your good wills, 
Ye fpeak like honeft men, pray God ye prove fo, 
But how to make ye fuddenly an anfwer 
In fuch a point of weight, fo near mine honour, 
| (More near my life, | fear) with my weak wit, 
(And to fuch men of gravity and learning, 
In truth 1 know not. I was fet at work t 
|Among my maids, full litele, God knows, looking 
Either for fuch men, or fuch bufinefs. 
For her fake that I have been, (for I feel 
The laft fit of my greatnefs) good your Graces, 
Let me have time and council for my caufe; 
Alas, Lam a woman, friendlefs, hopelefs, 
| Wol, Madam, you wrong the King’s love with thofe 
fears, 
Your hopes and friends are infinite, 
| Queen, In England, 
But little for my profit; can you think, lords, 
Phat any Englifh man dare give me counfel ? 
Pr be a known friend ’gainft his Highnefs pleafure, 
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Though he be grown fo defp’rate to be honett, 
And live afi ubjed 3 nay forfooth, my friends 
They, that mult weigh out my afflictions, 
They, that my aula mutt grow to, live not here ; 
They are, as all my comforts are, far hence 
In my own country, lords. 
Cam. I would ‘bibs Grace 
W ould leave your griefs, and take my counfel, 
G)ueen, How, Sir 3 
Cam, Put your main caufe into the King’s prote@ion, 
He’s loving and moft gracious, ’ Twill be much 
Both for your honour better, and your caufe: 
For if the tryal of the law o’er-take ye, 
You'll part away difgrac’d. 
Wel. He tells you rightly. 
Queen, Ye tell me what ye with for both, my ruin: 
Ts this your chriftian counfel ? out upon ye. 
He eav’n is above all yet; there fits a Judge, 
That no Ki = an corrupt, 
Cam. ur rage miftakes us. 
ube? more fhame for yes holy men I thoughty c. 
on my foul, two rev’rend Cardinal virtues 5 
t Cardinal fins, and hollow hearts, 1 fear ye: 
Mend ’em for fhame, my lords :) is paid 700K comfort 2 


Yo 
Th 


The cordial that ye bring a wretched lady ? 
A woman loft among ye, laugh’d at, {corn’d 2 
1 will not with ye half my miferies, 


1 have more charity. But fay I warn'’d ye; 


Take heed, take heed for heav’ns fake, left at once 
The burthen af my for TOWS all upon ye. 
if 


dar 
You turn the dio we offer into envy. 

C. . Yeturn me into nothing, Wo Sieg ye, 
And all fuch faife p rofeffors! Would you have me 
if you hag ny juftice, any pity, 

“e be any thing, bu eH hurchmens habits) 
Put my fick ea ufe into his hands that hates me ? 
Hyp as, h’as banifh’d me his bed already, 

s love too, long ago. I’m old, my lords, 


fe all the fel low fhip 1 hold now with him 
Is 
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Is only by obedience. What can happen 
To me, above this wretchednefs? all your ftudies 
Make mea curfe, like this. 
Cam. Your fears are worfe 
Queen, Have I liv’d thus long (let me {peak my felf, 
Since virtue finds no friends) a wife, a true one? 
A woman (I dare fay without vain-glory) 
Never yet branded with fufpicion ? 
Have I, with all my full affeGions 
Stull met the King ? lov’dbim next heaven, obey’d him? 
Been, out of fondnefs, fuperftitious to him? 
Almoft forgot my prayers to content him ? 
And am I thus rewarded? ’tis not well, lords. 
Bring me a conftant. woman to her husband, 
One that ne’er dream’d a joy beyond his pleafure. 
And to that woman, when fhehas done moft, 
Yet will I add an honour; a great patience. 
Wol, Madam, you wander fromthe good weaim at. 
@)ueen, My lord, I dare not make my felf fo guilty, 
To give up willingly that noble title : 
Your mafter wed me to: nothing but death 
Shall e’er divorce my dignities, 
Wol, Pray hearme 
Gueen, Would I had never trod thi Englifh earth 
Or felt the flatteries that grow upon it! 
Ye’ve angels faces, but heav'n knows your hearts 
What fhall become of me now! wretched lady! 
Iam the. moft unhappy woman living, 
Alas, poor wenches, where are now your fortunes? 
[Io her women, 
Ship-wrack’d upon a kingdom, where no pity, 
No friends, no hope! no kindred weep for me! 
Almoft no grave allow’d me! like the lilly, 
That once was miftrefs of the field and flourifh’d, 
Pll kang my head, and perith, 
Wol. If your Grace 
Could but be brought to know our ends are hone, 
You'll feel more comfort. Why fhould we, gand lady, 


re 


Upon what caufe, wrong you? alas, our places 


e 


> ne } 


The way of our profeflion is againft it : 
me se UT? 
© 2 We 
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We are to cure fuch forows,/not to fow ’em: 
or goodnefs fake confider what you do, 
How you may hurt your felf, nay utterly 
Grow from the King’s acquaintance, by this carriage. 
The hearts of Princes kifs obedience, 
So much they love it: but to ftubborn fpirits, 
They {well and grow as terrible as ftorms. 
I know you havea gentle, noble temper, 
A foul as even as a calm; pray think us 
Thofe we profefs, peace-makers, friends and feryants. 
Cam. Madam, you'll find itfo: you wrong your 
Virtues 
With thefe weak womens fears. A noble fpirit, 
As yours was put into you, ever cafts 
Such doubts, as falfe coin, from it. The King loves 
you ; 
Beware you lofe it not; for us (if you pleafe 
To truft us in yeur bufinefs) we are ready 
To ufe our utmoft ftudies in your fervice. 
Queen. Do what you will, my lords; and pray for- 
give me, 
If I have us’d my felf unmannerly, 
You know I am a woman, lacking wit 
To make a feemly anfwer to fuch perfons, 
Pray do my fervice to his Majefty. 
He has my heart yet; and fhall have my prayers, 
While I fhall have my life. Come, rev’rend fathers, 
Beftow your counfels on me. She now begs, 
That little thought when fhe fet footing here, 
She fhould have bought her dignities fo dear. | Exeunt. 


(ees nrnseseceresbeeesmiooste geet panies tee 
SCE N‘*E FT. 


Enter Duke of Norfolk; Duke of Suffolk, Lord 
Surrey, and Lord Chamberlain. 


Nor. IF you will now unite inyour complaints, 

And force them with a conftancy, the Cardinal 
Cannot fand under them,” If you omit 
The 
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The offer of this time, I cannot promife 
But that you fhall fuftain more new difgraces, 
With thefe you bear already. 
Sur. 1 am joyful, 
To meet the leaft occafion that may give me 
Remembrancé of my Father-in-law the Duke, 
To be reveng’d on him, 

Suf. Which of the Peers’ 

Have uncontemn’d gone by him, or at leaft 
Strangely neglected? when did he regard 
The ftamp of noblenefs in any perfon 

Out of himfelf? 

Cham. My lords, you fpeak your pleafures: 
What he deferves of you and me, I know: 
What we can do to him (though now the time 
Give way tous) 1 much tear. If you cannot 
Bar his accefs to th’ K.ng, never attempt 
Any thing on him; for he hath a witchcraft 
Over the King in’s tongue. 

Nor. O fear him not, 

His fpell in that is out; the King hath found 
Matter againft him that for ever mars 

The honey of his language. No, he’s fettled, 
Not to come off, in:his moft high difpleafure. 

Sur. I fhould be glad to hear fuch news as this 
Once every hour, 

Nor. Believe it this is true. 

In the divorce, his contrary proceedings 
Are all unfolded; wherein he appears, 
As I would with mine enemy. 

Sur, How came 
His praices to light? 

Suf. Moft ftrangely. 

Sur. How ? 

Sif. The Cardinal’s letters ta the Pope mifcarried, 
And came to th’eye o’th’ King; wherein was read, 
How that the Cardinal did intreat his holinefs 
To ftay the judgment o’th’ divorce; for if 
It did take place, I do, quoth he, perceive 
My King is tangled in affection to 

C 3 A crea; 
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A creature of the Queen’s, lady Anne Bullen. 
Sur, Has the King this ? 
Suf. Believe it. 
Sur, Willthis work? 
Cham, The King in this perceives him, how he coafts 
And hedges his own way. But in this aged 
All his tricks founder; and he brings his phy fick 
After his S patient’s s death; the King alr ready 
Hath ma wits the fair lady. 
Sur, ould he had! 
‘ set May you be ha appy in your wifh, my lord, 
r f pro fe fs vou have it. ¢ 
tan. Now all joy 
Trace thé conjun@ion., 
Suf. My Amen to’r, 
Nor. Ail men’s, 
Suf. There’s order given for her coronation 3 
arry thisis but young, and may be left 
@ fome ears unrecounted. But, my Ts rds, 
ne is a gallant creature, and comple 
and feature, I perfuade me io m her 
will fall vied bleffing to this land, which fhalt 
in it be memoriz’d. 
Sar, But will the King 
Dizeft this letter of the Cardinal’s ? 
The lord forbid. 
Nor. Marry, Amen. 
Saf. No, no: 
There be more wafps that buz vbout his nofe, ; 
Will make eh thing the fooner. Cardinal Campeius 
it ftol’ n away to Rome, has ta’en no leave, aud 
Hath left the ‘ane to th’ King unhandled, 
Is pofted as the agent of our Cardinal, 
To fecond all his plot. Ide affure you, 
The King cry’d ha! at this, 
Cham, Now God incenfe him ; 
And let him cry ha, Jouder. 
Nor. But my lord, 
Whenreturns Craxmer ? 
Suf. He is return’d with his opinions, 
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Have fatisfy’d the King for his divorce, 
Gather’d from all the Bnious colleges 
Almoft in Chr.iftendom ; foon, I believe, 
His fecond marriage fhal \l be publifh’ d, and 
Her coronation, ° Katharine no more 
Shall be call’d "Queen, but Princefs dowager, 
A widow to Prince Arthur. 

Nor. This fame Cranmer’s 
A worthy fellow, and hath ta’en much pain: 
In the King’ s bufinefs. 

Suf. He | has, and we hall fee him 
For it an Archbilhop. 

Nor. So I hear. 

Suf, °Tis fo, 


Enter Wolfey and Cromwell, 


The Cardinal, 

ae . Odferve, obferve, he’s moody, 

Vol, The pact ket, Cromwell, 

his it you the King? 

Cram. To his owa hand, in’s bed-chambeg; 

Vol; Leok’d he 9’th’ vide of the paper ? 

Crom, Prefently 
Hedid unfeal them, and the firft he view’d, 
He did it with a ferious mind; a heed 
Wasin his countenance, You-he bad 
Attend him here this morning. 

Wol. 1s heready to come sei ? 

Crom, I think by this he 

Wol. Leave me a while. [ Exit Cromwell, 
It fhall be to the Dutchefs of <Alenfon, [ Afide, 
The French King’s fifter; he thall ete her, 
Anne Bullen Risa V’7]no Anne Bullens for him,—— 
There’s more in Aa fair vifage Bullen '!\—— 
No. we'll no Bullens! {fpeedily I wifh 
To hear from Rome—the marchionefs of Pembroke /— 

Nor. He's difcontented. 

Suf. May be he hears the King 
Does whet his anger to him. 

Sur. Sharp enough, 
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Lord for thy juftice ! 

Wol. { Afide,] The late Queen’s gentlewoman! a 

Knight’s daughter ! 

To be her miftrefs’s miftrefs! the Queen’s Queen !—— 
This candle burns not clear, ’tis I muft {nuff it, 
Then out it goes——-what (though I know her vituous 
And well-deferving? yet I know her for 
A {pleeny Lutheran, and not wholefome to 
Our caufe!——~that fhe fhould lye i’th’ bofome of 
Our hard-rul’d King! again, there is fprung up 
An heretick, an archone Cranmer, one 
Hath crawl’d into the favour of the King, 
And is his oracle. 

Nor, He’s yex’d at fomething. 


SCENE II. 
Enter King, reading of afchedule. 


Sur. I would ’twere fomething that would fret the 
{tring 
The matter-cord of's heart, 
Suf. The King the King. 
King. What piles of wealth hath he accumulated 
his own portion ; what expence by th’ hour 
Seems to flow from him! how i’th’ name of thrift 
=s he rake this together! Now, my lords, 
Saw you the Cardjna] ? 
Nor. My Jord, we have 
Stood here obferying him. Some firange commotion 


Phen lays 
Springs out into fat gate, then ftops again, 
Strikes his breaft hard, and then anon he cafts 

lis eye againft the moon, in moft ftrange poftures 
We've feen him fet himfelf, 
King. It may well be, 


© 


Vhere isa mutiny in’smind, This morning 

Papers of ftate he fent me to perufe, 

As I requir’d; and wot you what I found 

There, 
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There, on my confcience put unwittingly ? 
Forfooth an iayentory, thus importing 
The feveral parcels of his plate, his treature, 
Rich ftuffsand ornaments of houfheld, which 
I findat fucha proud rate, it out-{peaks 
Poffeffion of a fubjed. 

Nor. It’s heav’ns will, 
Some fpirit put this paper ia the packet, 
To blefs your eye withal. 

King. 1f wedid think 
His contemplations were above the earth, 
And fix’d on fpiritual obje@s, he fhould ftill 
Dwell in his mufings; but Iam afraid 


_ His thinkings are below the moon, nor worth 


His ferious confidering, 
He takes his feat, whifpers Lovel, who goes to Wolfey. 
Wol. Heav’n forgive me 
Ever Godblefs your Highnefs 
King. Good my Lord, 
You are full of heavenly ftuff, andsbear the inventory 
Of your beft graces in your mind; the which 
You were now running o’er; you have fearce time 
To fteal from fpiritual leifure a brief {pan 
‘To keep your earthly audit; fure in that 
I deem you an illhusband, and am glad 
To have youtherein my companion, 
Wol. Sir, 
For holy offices I have atime; 
A time to think upon the part of bufinefs 
I bear i’th’ ftate; and,nature does require 
Her times of prefervatton, which perforce 
I herfrailfon, amongft my brethren mortal, 
Muft give my tendance to. 
King, You have faid well. 
Wol. Andever may your Highnefs yoke together; 


. As I willlend you caufe, my doing well 


With my well faying. 
King. ’Tis well {aid again, 
And ’tis a kind of good deed to fay well: 
And yet words are no deeds. My fa her loy’d you, 
He 
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He faid he did, and with this deed did crown 

His word upon yen, Sincel had my Office 

I’ve kept you next my heart, have not alone 

Imploy‘d you where high profits might coine home, 

But par’d my prefent havings to beftow 

My bounties upon you, 
Wol. What fhould this mean ? [ Afide. 
Sur, The lord increafe this bufinefs, | Afide, 
King. Have I not made you 

‘Fhe prime man of the ftate ? I pray you tell me, 

If what I now Prenounce you have found true; 

And if you may confefs it, fay withal 

If you are bound to us, or no? what fay you? 
Wel. My Sovereign, I confefs your royal graces 

Showr’d on me daily haye been more than could 

My ftudied purpofes require, which went 

Beyondall man’s endeavours. My endeayours 

Have ever come too fhort of my defires, 

Yet fill’d with my abilities, mine own 

Ends haye been fuchthat evermore they pointed 

To th’ good of your moft facred perfon, and - 

The proficof the ftate: For your great graces 

Heap’d upen me, poor undeferver, I 

Can nothing render butallegiant. thanks, 

My prayers to heay’n for yous my loyalty, 

Which everhas, andever fhall be growing, 

’Till death, that winter, kill it, 

King, Fairly anfywer’d: 


A loyal and obedient fubje& is , . 
Therein illuftrated: the honour of it 
Does pay the a& of it, i’th’ con® 


Wel. 1 profels, 
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That for your Highnefs’ good I ever labour’d 
More than mine own; that am I, have been, will be: 
Though all the worid fhould crack their duvy to you, 
And throw it from their foul; though perils did 
Abound, as thick as thought could make ’em, and 
Appear in forms more horrid; yet, my auty, 
As doth a rock againft the chiding floed, 
Should the approach.of this wild river break, 
And ftand unthaken yours. 
King, *Tis nobly fpoken; 
Take notice, lords, he has a Joyal breaft, 
For you have feen him open’t. Read o’er this, 
| [Giving him Paters. - 
And after this; and then to breakfaft, with 
What appetite you may. 
[Hxit King, frowning upon Cardinal Wolfey, the No- 
bles throng after him whifpering and {miling. 
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Wol, What fhould this. mean ? 
¢ What fudden anger’s this? how have-I reap’d it ? 
‘ He parted frowning from me, as if ruin 
‘ Leap’d from his eyes. So looks the chafed lion 
‘ Upon the daring huntfman that has gal?d him, 
‘Then makes him nothing. I muft read this papers 
I fear, the ftory of his anger tis fo 
Tiis paper has undone me — ’tis th’ account 
Of all that world of wealth I’ve-drawn together 
For mine own ends, indeed to gain the Popedom;: 
And fee my friends in Rome. O negligence! 
Fit for a fool to fall by, What crofs deyil 
Made me put-this main-fecret in the packet 
I fent the King ?-isthere no way to cure this? 
No new device to beat this from his brains? 
I know ’ewill ftir him ftrongly ; yer I-know: 
A way, if I take right, in fpight of fortune 
Will bring me off again... What's this — To the Pope?” 
The letter, as | live, with all the buGnefs - 
I writ to’s holinefs. Way, then farewel ; 
Lye touch’d the higheft point of all my greatnefs, 
; And ° 
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And from that full meridian of my glory, 
1 hafte now to my fetting, > I thall fall 
* Like a bright exhalation in the evening, 
* And no man fee me more. 


S GOE “Nes 


Enter to Wolley, the Dukes of Norfolk and Suffolk, 
the Earl of Surrey, and the Lord Chamberlain, 


Nor, Hear the King’s pleafure, Cardinal, who com- 
mands you 
To render up the great feal prefently 
Into our hands, and to confive your felf 
To Afher-houfe, my lord of Winchefter’s, 
°Till you hear further from his highnefs. 
Wol, Stay: 
Where’s your commiffion, lords ? words cannot carry 
Authority fo mighty. 
Suf. Who dare crofs ’em, 
Bearing the King’s will from his mouth exprefly 3 
Wol, Vill 1 find more than will, or words to do it, 
I mean your malice, know officious lords, 
{ dare, and muft deny it, Now I feel 
Of what coarfe metal ye are molded 
How eagerly ye follow my difgrace 
As if it ted ye, and how fleek and wanton 
¥° appear in every thing may bring my ruin. 
Follow your envious courfes, men of malice ; 
‘You have a chriftian warrant for ’em, and 
In time will find their fit rewards. That “eal 
You ask with fuch a violence, the King 
{Mine and your mafter) with his own hand gave me; 
‘Bad me enjoy it, with the place and honours, 
During my life; and to confirm his goodnefs, 
Ty’d it by letters patents, Now, who'll take it} 
Sur, The King that gave it. 
Wol. It muft be himfelf then. 
Ser. Thou’rt a proud traitor, prieft. 
Wol. Proud lord, thou lieft : 
Within thefe forty hours Surrey durft better 


Envy : 


Have 
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Have burnt that tongue, than faid fo. 
Sur, Thy ambition, 

Thou fearlet fin, robb’d this bewailing land 

Of noble Buckingham, my father-in-law : 

The heads of all thy brother Cardinals, 

With thee and all thy beft parts bound together, 

Weigh’d not a hair of his. Plague of your policy, 

You fent me deputy for Ireland, 

Far from his fuccour ; from the King, from all 

That might have mercy on the fault thou gav’ft him : 

Whilft your great goodnefs, out of holy pity,, | 

Abfolv’d him with an ax. | 
Wol. This, and all elfe 

This talking lord can lay upon my credit, 

_J anfwer, ts moft falfe. The Duke by law 

Found his deferts. How innocent I was 

From any private malice in his end, 

His noble jury and foul canfe can witnefs. 

If 1 lov’d many words, lord, I fhould teil you, 

You have as little honefty as honour ; 

That in the way of loyalty and truth 

Toward the King. my ever royal mafter, 

Dare mate a founder man than Sauvrey can be, 

And all that love his follies. 
Sur, By my foul, 

Your long coat, prieft, prote&s you, thou fhould’ft feel 

My fword i’th’ life-blood of thee elfe. My lords, 

Can ye endure to hear this arrogance ? 

And from this fellow? if we live thus tamely, 

To be thus jaded by a piece of fearlet, 

Farewel nobility, let his grace go forward, 

And dare us with his cap, like larks. 
Wol. All goodnefs 

Is poifon to thy ftomach. 
Sur, Yes, that goodnefs 

Of gleaning ail the lands wealth into one, 

Into your own hands, Card’nal, by extortion: 

The goodnefs of your intercepted packets 

You writ to th’ Pope, againft the King; your goodnefs, 

Since you proyoke me, fhall be moft notoricus. 
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My lord of Norfolk, as you’re truly noble, 
As you refpect the common good, the ftate 
Of our defpis’d nobility, our iffues, 
Who, if he live, will fcarce be gentlemen, 
Produce the grand fum of his fins, the articles 
Collected fiom his life. I'll ftartle you 
Worfe than the fcaring bell, when the brown wench 
Lay kifling in your arms, lord Cardinal. 
Wol, How much methinks I could defpife this man 
But that I’m botind in charity againft it. 
Nor. Thofe articles, my lord, are in th’ King’s hand : 
But thus much, they are foul ones, < 
Wol. So much fairer 
And {potlefs fhall mine innocence arife, 
When the King knows my truth. 
Sur, This cannot faye you: 
I thank my memory, yet 1 remember 
Some of thefe articles, and out they fhall. 
Now, tif you can, blufh, and cry guilty, Cardinal, 
You’ll fhew a little honefty. 
Wol. Speak on, Sir. . 
I dare your worft objections: if I blufh, 
It is to fee a nobleman want manners. 
Sur. I'd rather want thofe than my head; have at: 
you, 
Firft, thar without the King’s affent or knowledge 
You wrought to be a legat, by which power 
You maim’d the jurifdi@ion of all bifhops, 
Nor. Then, that in all you writ to.Rome, or elfe ; 
To foreiga Princes, Ego cr Rex meus 
Was ftill infcrib’d, in which you brought the King 
$0 be your ieryant, 
Suf. That without; the knowledge 
Either of King or council, when you went 
Ambaflador to th’ Emperor,-you made bold 
To carry-into Flanders the great fea). 
Sur, Item, You fent a large commiffion 
To Gregory de Caffalis, to conclude, 
Without the King’s will or the State’s allowance,” 


A | 
4 


A seague between his Highnefs and Ferrara,’ 


, 


suf: 
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Saf. That out of meer ambition, you have made 
Your holy-hat be ffampt on the King’s coin, 

Sur. That you have fent innumerable fubftance 
(By what means got I leave to your own conf{cience) 
To furnifh Rome, and to prepare the ways 
You have for dignities, to the mere undoing 
Of all the kingdom. Many more there are, 

Which fince they are of you, and odious, 
I will not taint my mouth with, 
Cham, O my lord, 
Prefs not a falling man too far; "tis virtue: 
His faults lye open to the laws; Jet them, 
Not you, corre& him. My heart weeps to fee him: 
So little of his great felf. 

Sur. 1 forgive him. 

Suf. Lord Cardinal, the King’s further pleafure is, 
(Becaufe all thofe things you have done of late, 

By your pow’r legatine within this kingdom,. 

Fall in the compafs of a preemunire) 

That therefore fuch a writ be fued againft you, 
To forfeit all your goods, lands, tenements, 
Caftles, and whafoever, and to be 

Out of the King’s prote&ion,. This is my charge, 

Nor. And fo we'll leave you .to your meditations 
Hew to live better. For your ftubborn an{wer. 
About the giving back the great feal to us, 

The King fhall know it, and no doubt fhall,thank you, 
So fare you well, my little good Jord Cardinal. 
[Exeunt all but Wolley- 
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Wol. So farewel to the little good you bear meg. 
Farewel, a Jong farewel to all my greatnefs! 
This is the ftlate of man; to-day he puts forth 
The tender leaves of hopes, to-morrow bloffoms, 
And bears his blufhing honours thick. upon him: 
The third day comes.a froft, a killing froft, 

And when he thinks, good eafie man, full furely 
His greatnefs is a ripening, nips his root, 
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* And then he falls, as I do. I have ventur’d, 
Like little wanton boys, that fwim on biadders, 
‘ Thefe many fummers in a fea of glory : 

* But far beyond my depth: my high-blown pride 
“ At length broke under me, and now has left me 
¥ Weary, and old with fervice, to the mercy 

‘ Of a rude ftream, that muft for ever hide me. 
‘ Vain pomp and glory of the world' I hate ye 

‘ I feel my heart new open’d. Oh how wretched 
‘ Is that poor man that hangs on Princes favours ! 
‘ There is, betwixt that {mile we would afpire to, 
< That fweet afpe& of Princes, and * our ruin, 

‘ More pangs and fears than war or women haye, 
‘ And when he falls, he falis like Lucifer, 

Never to hope again, 


Enter Cromwell flanding amax d. 


Why how now Cromwell ? 
Crom. I have no power to fpeak, Sir: 
Wol, Whar, amaz’d 
At my misfortunes? can thy fpirit wonder 
A great man fhould decline? nay, if You weep, 
I’m fall’n indeed. 
Crom. How does your Grace? 
Wel. Why, well; 
Never fo truly happy, my good Cromwell, 
I know my felf now, and I feel within me 
A peace above all earthly dignities ; 
A ftill and quiet confcience. The King has cur’d me, 
I humbly thank his Grace; and from thefe fhoulders, 
Thefe tuin’d pillars, out of pity taken 
A load would fink a navy, too much honour. 
O ’tisa burden, Cromwell, ’tis.a burden 
Too heavy for a man that hopes for heav’n. 
Crom. I’m glad your G-ace has made that right ufe 
of it. 
Wol. 1 hope I have: I’m able now méthinks, 
Out of a fortitude of fou! I feel, 
T’eudure more miferies, and greater far 
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Than my weak-hearted enemies dare offer. 
What news abroad? 
Crom. The heavieft, and the worf, 
Is your difpleafure with the King. 
Wol. God blefs him. 
Crom. The next is, that Sit Thomas Moor is chofen 
Lord Chancellor in your place. 
Wel. That's fomewhat fudden——______ 
But he’s a learned man. May he continue 
Long in his Highnefs’ favour, and do juftice 
For truth’s fake and his confcience; that his bones, 
_ When he has run his courfe and fleeps in bleffings, 
* May have a tomb of orphans tears wept on him. 
What more? -° 
Crom, That Cranmer is return’d with welcome; 
“Inftall’d lord Archbifhop of Cazterbury. 
Wol. That’s news indeed, 
Crom. Laft, that the lady Anue, 
Whom the King hath in fecrecy long married, 
This day was view’d in open, as his Queen, 
Going to chappel; and the voice is now 
Only about her coronation. 
Wol. There was the weight that pull’d me down. O 
Cromwell, 
The King has gone beyond me: all my glories 
In that one woman I have loft for ever. 
No fun fhall ever ufber forth my honours, 
Or gild again the noble troops that waited 
| Upon my fmiles. Go get thee from me, Cromwell, 
* 1 am a poor fall’n man, uaworthy now 
To be thy lord and matter, Seek the King, 
(That fun, I pray may never fer) I’ve told him 
Whar and how true thou art; he will advance thee: 
Some little memory of me will ftir him, 
I know his noble nature, not to let 
Thy hopeful fervice perifh too. Good Cromwell, 
Negleé& him not; make ufe now, and provide 
For thine own future fafety. 
Crom. O my lord, 
Muft I then leaye you? muft I needs forego 
} 50 
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So good, fo noble, and fo true a mafter? 
Bear witnefs, all that have not hearts of iron, 
With what a forrow Cromwell leaves his lord. 


. 


For ever aud for ever fhall be yours. 


In all my miferies; but thou haft forc’d me, 
Out of thy honeft truth, to play the woman. 


18 


‘ 


A 


There take an inventory of all I have, 


he King fhall have my fervice ; but my prayers 


Wol. Cromwell, 1 did not think to fhed a tear 


et’s dry our eyes: and thus far hear me, Cromwell, 

And when I am forgotten, as I fhall be, 

And fleep im dull cold marble, where no mention 

Of me muft more be heard: fay then I taught thee ;, 

Say, Wolfey, that once trod the ways of glory, 

And founded all! the depths and fhoals of honour, 

Found thee a way out of his wrack to rife in: 

A fure and fafe one, though my mafter mifs’d it; 

Mark but my’ fall and that which ruin’d me: 

Cromwell, | charge thee, fling away Ambition, 

By that fin fell the angels ; how can man then 

(The image of his maker) hope to win it? 

Love thy felf laft, cherifhthofe hearts that hate thee: | 

Corruption wins not more than honefty. : 

Still in thy right hand carry gentle peace 

To filence envious tongues. Be juft, and fear not, 

Let al] the ends thou aim’ft at be thy country’s, 

Thy God’s, and truth’s; then if thou fall’ft, © 
‘ Cromwell, 

Thou fall’ft a bleffed martyr, Serve the King; 

nd pr’ythee lead me in 


To the laft penny, *tis the King’s. ~My robe, 
And my integrity to heav’n, is all 


I 


dare now call mine own.. O- Cromwell, Cromwell, 


Had I but ferv’d my God with half the zeal 
I fery’d my King, he would not in mine age: 
Have left me naked to mine enemies. 


Cail 
4 


Crom. Good Sir, have patience, 

Wol. So I have, Farewel 

he hopes of court! my hopes in heav’n do dwell. 
[Exeunt, 
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Enter Two Gentlemen meeting one another. 


1 Gen, OU’RE well met once again. 
2 Gen, And fo are you. ie 
1 Gen, You come to take your ftand here, and be- 
hold 
The lady Anne pafs from her coronation. 
>, Gen. ’Tis all my bufinefs. At our laft encounter, 
The Duke of Buckingham came from his tryal. 
1 Gen, ‘Tis very true, But that time offer’d forrow, 
This, gen’ral joy. 
> Gen, ’Tis well; the citizens 
Vm {ure have fhewn at full their loyal minds. 
And let ’em have their rights, they’re ever forward 
In celebration of this day with fhews, 
Pageants, and fights of honour. 
t Gen, Never greater, 
Nor I'll. effure you better taken, Sir, 
2 Gen. May I be bold to ask what that contains, 
The paper in your hands? 
1 Gen. Yes, "tis the jift 
Of thofe that claim their offices this day, 
By cuftom of the coronation, 
The Duke of Suffolk is the firft, and claims 
To be High Steward; next the Duke of Norfoik, 
To be Earl Marfhal; you may read the reft. 
2 Gen. I thank you, Sir; had I not knowa thofe 
cuftoms, 
I fhould have been beholden to your paper. 
But k befeech you what’s become of Katharine, 


The 
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The Princefs Dow 
1 Gen, That 
Of Canterbury, 


ager? how goes her bufinefs? 
I can tell you too; the Archbifhop 
accompanied with other 


Learned and rey’rend fathers of his order, 


Held a Jate 


court at Dunfiable, fix miles 


Fiom Ampthill, where the Princefs lay; to which 


She oft was cited b 
And to be fhort, 
The King’s late fc 


1 
>y them, bur appear’d not; | 
for not appearance and | 
tuple, by the main affent 


OF all thefe learned men fhe was divorc’d, 


And the late m 


arriage made of none effe@: 


Sinee which, fhe was remov’d to Kimbolton, | 

Where fhe remains now fick. i 

2 Gen. Alas good lady! | 

The trumpets found, ftand clofe, the Queen is com- | 
ing. [ Hautboys, 


The Order of the Coronation. 


1. A lively flourifh of trumpets. 

2. Then two Fudces, 

3. Lord Chancellor, with the purfe and mace before hizz. 

4. Chorifters jinging, [Mufick, 

§. Mayor of London, bearing the mace, ThenGarter 
in his coat of arms, and on his head A gilt copper 
crown, 

6. Margquefs of Dorfet, bearing a fcepter of gold, on 

his head a demi-coronal of gold. With him, 
ihe Earl of Surrey, bearing the rod of filver with * 
the dove, crewn’d with an Earl’s coronet, Cel- 


tars of SS, 

7. Duke of Suffilk, in bis robe of effate, his coronet on 
his head, bearing a long white wand, as High 
Steward, With him the Duke of Norfolk, with 
the rod of marfhalfhip, a coronet on his head. Cole 
lars of SS, 

8. A canopy born by four of the Cinque-ports, under 
it the Queen in her robe; in ber hair richly a- 

dorne b 
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dorned with pearl, crowned. On each fide her 
the bifheps of London and Winchefter, 
9. The old Dutchefs of Norfolk, in a coronal ef gold, 
wrought with flowers, bearing the Queens train. 
10. Certain ladies or Counteffes, with plain circlets of 
gold without flowers, 
They paf: over the fiage in order and ftate, and then 
Exeunt, with a great flourish of trumpets, 


2 Gen, A royal train, believe me; thefe I know; 

Who’s that who bears the {cepter ? 

1 Gen, Marquefs Dor/er. 

And that the Earl of Surrey, with the rod. 

2 Gen, A bold brave gentleman. That fhould be 

The Duke of Suffolk. 

1 Gen, ’Tis the fame: high Steward, 

2 Gen, And that my lord of Norfolk 2 

1 Gen. Yes. 

2 Gen. Heav’n blefs thee, 
Thou haft the fweeteft face I ever look’d on, 
Sir,as I have a foul, fhe is an angel; 
Our King has all the Indies in his arms, 
And more and richer, when he ftrains that lady: 
I cannot blame his con{cience. 

1 Gen. They that bear 
The cloth of ftate above her, are four barons 
Of the Cingue-Paerts. 

+2 Gew, Thole men are happy, foare all are near her, 
Atake it, fhe that carries up the train, 

[Is that old noble lady, the Durchefs of Norfolk. 

1 Gen. It is, and all the reft are Countefles. 
.2Gen, Their coronets fay fo, Thefe are ftars indeed, 
“And fometimes falling ones. 

1 Gen. No more of that. 


Eater a third Gentleman. 


God fave you Sir. Where have you been broiling } 
3 Gen. Among the crowé. i’th’ abby, where a finger 
(Could not be wedg’d in more; I am ftifled 


a 


With 
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With the meer ranknefs of the'r joy. 
' 2Gen. You faw the ceremony? | 
3 Ger. I did, 
1 Gen. How was it? 
3 Gen. Well worth the feeing. 
2 Gen. Good Sir, {peak it tous. 
3 Gen. As wellas Il am able. The rich ftream 
Of lords and ladies, having brought the Queen 
To a prepat’d plicein the choir, fell off 
A diftance from her; while her Grace fat down 
Fo refta while, fome halfan hour, or fo, 
In a rich chair of ftate, oppofiag freely 
The beauty of her perfon to the people. “ 
Believe me, Sir, fhe is the goodlieft woman 
That ever lay by,man; which when the people 
Hadthe full view of, fucha noife arofe 
As the fhrowds make at fea in a ftiff tempeft, 
As loud, and to as many tunes, Hats, cloaks, 
Doublets, I think, flew up; and bad their faces 
Been loofe, this day they had been loft. Such joy 
f never faw before. Great-belly’d women, 
That had not half a weck to go, like rams “| 
In the old timse of war, would fhake the prefs 
And makz ’em reel before ’em. No man living 
Could fay, this is my wife there, all were woven 
So ftrangely in one piece. 
2 Gen, But pray what follow’d? 
3 Gen. At length her Grace rofe, and with modeft 
paces | 
Came to the altar, where fhe kneel’d, and faint-like | 
Catt her fair eyes to heay’a, and pray’d devoutly, 
Then rofe again, and bow’d her to the people; 
When by the Arch-bifhop of Canterbury, 
Sh’had all the royal makings of a Queen; 
As holy oil, Edward confeffor’s crown, 
The rod, and bird of peace, and all fuch emblems 
Laid nobly on ber: which perform’d, the choir 
With all the choiceft mufick of the kingdom, 
Together fung Te Deum, So fhe parted, 
And with the fame full ftate pac’d back a 


gain 
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To York-Place, where the feat is held. 

1 Gen, You muftno more call it York-Place, that’s paft, 
Fer fince tbe Cardinal fell, that title’s loft, 
| °Tis now the King’s, and call’d Whitehall, 
| 3 Gen. | know it: 
| Bur ’tis fo lately alter’d, the old name 
| Is frefh about me. 

2 Gen. What two reverend bifhops 

Were thofe that went on each fide of the Queen ? 

3 Gen. Stokeflyand Gardiner, the one of Winchejter, 
Newly pietferr’d from she King’s Secretary : 

The cther, Lozdon. 

2 Gen. He of Winckefler 
Isheld no great good lever of th’ Arch-bifhop, 

The virtuous Cranmer, 

3 Gen, All the land knows that: 

However yet there’s no great breach; when’t comes, 
Cranmer will find a friend will not fhrink from him, 
2 Gen, Whomay that be, I pray you? 
3 Gen. Thomas Cromwell, 
A man in much efteem with th’ King, and truly 
A worthy friend. The King has made him 
Matter o’th’ jewel hove, 
And one already of the privy-council. 
2 Gen. He will deferve more. 
3 Gen. Yes, without a}] doubt. 
Come, gentlemen, you fhallgo my way, 
Which is to th’ court, and there fhall be my gueits; 
Something I can command; as I walk thither 
Vil tell ye more. 
Both, You may command ur, Sir, [ Exennt, 


a I a a 


§:'C BE oN Blk 
Enter Katharine Dowager, fick, led 


between Griffith her 
gentleman Ufher, and Petience 


her woman. 


Grif. How does your Grace? 
Kath, O Griffith, Gick to death: 
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My legs like loaded branches bow to th’-earth, 
Willing to leave their burthen: reach a chair ——_e 
So —— now methinks I feel a little eafe. [Sitting down. 
Didft thou not rell me, Griffith, as thou led’ft me, 
That the great child of honour, Cardinal Wolfey, 
Was dead ? 
Grif. Yes Madam; but I think your Grace, 
Out of the pain you fuffer’d, gave no ear to’t. 
Kath, Pr’ythee, good Griffith, tell me how he dy’d. 
If well, he‘ftepr before me happily, 
For my example. 
Grif. Well, the voice goes, Madam, 
For atcer the ftout Earl of Northumberland 
Arrefted him at York, and brought him forward 
‘As a man forely tainted) to his anfwer, 
He fcll fick fuddenly, and grew fo ill 
He could not fit his mule. 
Kath, Alas, poor man! 
Grif. At laft, with eafie roads he came to Leice/fer, 
Lodg’d in the abby; where the rev’rend abbot, 
With all his convent, honourably receiv’d him; 
To whom he gave thefe words. “ O father abbot, 
* An old man broken with the ftorms of fate, 
“ Is come to lay his weary bones among ye ; 
* Give him a little earth fo: charity ! 
5° went to bed; where eagerly -his ficknefs 
Purfu’d him ftiil, and three njghts after rhis, 
About the hour of eight, (which he himf-if 
Foretold fhould te his laft) full of repentance, 
Continual meditations, tears and forrows, 
He gave his Honours to the world:sgzin, 
His bleffed part to heav’n, and flept in peace } 
Kath. So may he reft, his faults lie bery’d withhim ! 
Yet thus far, Grifith, give me leave to {peak him, 
And yet with charity; he was a man 
Of an vmbounded ftomach, ever ranking 
Him‘elf with Princes: one that by fuggeftion 
Vy’d all the kingdom; fimony was fair plays 
His one opinion was his law. I’th’ prefence 
He weuld fay untreths, and be ever doubie 


King Henry VII. 
Both in his words and meaning, He was never, 
But where he meant to ruin, pitiful. 
His promifes were, as he then was, mighty ; 
But his pe: formance, as he now ts, nothing, 
Of his own body he was ill, and gave 
The clergy ill example. 

Grif. Noble madam, 
Men’s evil manners live in brafs, their virtues 
We write in water, May it pleafe your Highnefs | 
To hear me fpeak his good now? 

Kath, Yes, good Griffith, 
IT were malicious elfe. 
Grif. This Cardinal, 
Though from an humble ftock, undoubtedly 


Was fafhion’d to much honour, From his cradle 


He was a fcholar, and a ripe and good one; 
Exceeding wife, fair fpoken, and perfuading; 
Lofty and four to them that lov’d him not, 


But to thofe men that fought him {weet as fummier. 


And though he were unfatisfy’d in getting, 

( Which was a fin) yet in beftowing, Madam, 

He was moft princely; Ever witnefs for-him 

Thofe twins of learning that he rais’d ia you 

Ipfwich and Oxford! one of which fell with him, 

Unwilling to outlive the good he did it: 

The other, though unfinith’d, yet fo famous, 

So excellent in art, and ftill fo rifing, 

That Chriftendom fhall ever fpeak his virtue, 

His overthrow heap’d happinefs upon him; 

For then, and not till then, he fele himfelf, 

And found the bleflednefs of being little: 

And to add greater honou's to his age 

Than man could give him, he dy’d, fearing God, 
Kath, After my death | with no other herald, 

No other fpeaker of my living actions, 

To keep mine honour from corruption, 

But fuch an‘ honeft chronicler as Grijtth, 

Whom I moft hated living, thou hift mada me 

With thy religious truth and modefty, 

Now in his afhes honour. Peace be with him! 

D 


Putience 
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Patience, be near me ftill, and fet me lower. 
Y have not long to trouble thee. Good Griffith, 
Caufe the muficians play me that fad note 


J nam’d my knell; whilft I fit meditating 
On that ce'eftial | harmony I go to. 


Sad and fokmn Mujick, 


Grif. She is afleep: good wench let’s fitdown quiet, 


For fear we wake her. Softly, gentle Patience. 


The Vifion. Enter folemnly one after another, fix per- 


fonages, clad in white robes, wearing on their heads 
garlands of bays, and golden vizards on their faces, 
branches of bays‘or palm in their hands. They firft 

mgee unto her, ze dance; and at certain he anges 
the firft two hold a /pare garland over her head, at 
whith the ether four i Ae reverend curtfies. Then 
the 2wo that held the garland deliver the fame to the 
other next two, who ob, ferve the fame order in their 
cnakerte and holding vhe garland over her head. 
Which done, they deliver the fame garland to the laft 
rw, who likewife obferve the fame order, At which 
as it were by infpiration, fhe makes in her fleep figns 
of rej oyeing, and holdeth up her hands to heaven, 
And fi fo in their dancing vanifh, carrying the garland 
with them. The mufick continues, 


Kath. Spirits of peace, where are ye? are ye gone? 


Ap d leave me here in wretchednefs behind ye 5 


Grif. Midam, we’re here. 
Kath, It is not you I cal! for, 


Saw ye pons enter fince 1 flept ? 


Grif. None, madam, 
ka ee No? faw,you not ev’n now a bleffed troop 


Invite me to a banquet, whofe bright faces 
Caft thoufand beams upon me, like the fun2 
The» promis'd me eternal happinefs, 

And brought me garlands, Griffith, which I feel 


J a 


m not worthy yet to-wear: I fhall afluredly. 
Grif. Iam moft joyful, madam, fuch good dreams 
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Poffefs your fancy. 
Kath, Bid the mufick leave, 
’Tis harfh and heavy to me, [Mufick cea/es. 
Pat. Do you note 
How much her Grace is alter’d on the fudden? 
How long her face is drawn? how pale the looks, 
And of an ear hly cold? obferve her eyes, 
Grif. She is going, wench, Pray, pray, ———..-. 
Pat. Heav’n conafort her, 


Enter a Meffenger. 


Mef. And’: like your Grace ~ 
Kath, You are a faucy fellow, 

Deferve we no more rev’rence ? 
Grif. You're to blame, 

Knowing fhe will not lofe her wonted greatnefs, 

To ufe fo rude behaviour. Goto, kneel. 

Mef. I humbly do intreat your Highnefs’ pardon: 
My hafte made me unmannerly, There is laying 
A. gentleman fent from the King to fee you, 

Kath, Admit him entrance, Griffith, But this fellow 
Let me ne'er fee again. [Exie Meflenger, 


Enter Lord Capucius, 


If my fight fail nor, 
You fhould be lord ambaflador from the Emperor, 
My royal nephew, and your name Capucius, | 
Cap. Madam, the fame, your fervant, 
Kath. O my lord, ~ 
The times and titles now are alter’d ftrangely 
With me, fince firft you knew me. But { pray you, 
What is your pleafure with me? ‘ 
Cap. Noble lady, 
Firft mine own fervice to your Grace, the next 
The King’s requeft that ] would vifit you, 
Who grieves much for your weaknefs, and by me 
Sends you his Princely commendations, 
And heartily intreats you take good comfort, 
Kath, © my good lord, that comfort comes too late, 
"Tis like a pardon after execution; 
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That gentle phyfick giv’n in time had cur’d me; 
3ut now I’m paft all comforts here but prayers, 
How does his Highnefs ? 
Cap. Madam, in Fay health, 

Kath, So may he ever do, and ever flourifh, 
When I fhall dwel (Oth worms, and my poor name 
Banith’d the Kingdom, Patience, is that letter 
J caus’d you write, yet fent away ? 

Pat. ae Spree 

Kath, Sir nvuft humbly pray you to deliver 
This to my Sa the King, 

Cap. Mo ft w illingly, mad aes. 

Kath. In which I have commended to his goodnefs 
The model of our chifte loves, his young daughter. 
(The dews of heav'n fall thick in bleffings on “her !) 
Befeeching nim to give her virtuous breeding, 
(She’s young and of a noble modeft nature, 

I hope fhe will deferve well) and a little 
To love her for her mother’s (ike, that lov’d him 
Heav’n knows how dearly! my next poor petition 
Ts, that his noble Grace would have fome pity 
Upon my wretched women, that fo long 
Have follow’d both my fortunes faithfully ; 
Of which there ts. not one, 1 dare avow 
(And sow I fhould not lye) but well deferve, 
For virtue and true beauty of the foul, 
For honefty and decent carriage, 
A right good husband, let him be a noble: 
And fire thofe men are happy that fhall have ’em.. 
The taft is for my men; they are the pooreft, 
But poverty could never draw ’em from me; 
That they may have their wages duly paid.’ ein, 
And fon methiog over to remember me. 
If heay’n had pleas’d to’ve giv’n me longer life 
And able means, we had not parted thus, 
T! efe are He whole contents. And good my lor/, 
By that you love the deareft in this world, 
As you with chriftian peace to fouls departed, 
Stand thefe peor peoples friend, awd urge the King 
To do me this laft righs, 

Capa 
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Cap. By heav’n I will, 
Or let me ie the fafhion of a man. 

Kath, \ thank you, honeft lord, Remember me 
In all humility unto bis Highnefs; 
And tell bim his long trouble now is pafling 
Out of this world, Well him, in death I bleft him, 
For fo I will—-m‘ne eyes grow dim, Farewel, 
My lord ———Griffith farewel nay, Patience, 
You muft nct Jeave me yet. I muft to bed 
Call in more women— When 1’m dead, good wench» 
Let me be us’d with honour, ftrew me over 
With maiden flow’rs, that all the world may know 
I was a chafte wife to my grave: embalm me, 
Then lay me forth;-although un-queen’d, yet like 
A Queen ‘and daught er to a King, inter me, 
I,can no more [Exeunt, leading Katherine, 
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Enter Gardiner Bifhop of Winchefter, a page with » 
torch before him, met by Sir Thomas Lovel, 


Gard. ee one a clock, boy, is’t not? 
Boy. It hath ftruck. 

Gard. Thefe fhould be hours for neceffities, 
Not for Delights; times to repair our nature 
With comforting repofe, and-not for us 
To watfte thefe times; Good hour of. night, Sir Thomas,. 
Whither fo late > 

Lov. Came you from the King, my lord? 

Gard. 1 did, Sir: Thomas, left him.at. Primero « 
With the. Duke.of suffolk. 
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Lov. I muft to him too, 
Before he goto bed, I'll take my leave. 

Gard. Not yet, Sir Thomas Lovel; what’s the maater? 
It feems you are in hafte: And if there be 
No great offence belongs to’t, give your friend 
Some touch of your late bufinefs. Affairs that walk 
(As they fay fpirits do) at midnight, have 
In them a wilder nature, than the bufinefs 
That feeks difpatch by day. 

Lov, My Sord, I love you: 
And durft commend a fecret to yout ear 
Much weightier than this word. The Queen’s in labor 
They fay in great extremity, ’tis fear’d 
She'll with the labour end, 

Gard. The fruit fhe goes with 
I pray for heartily, ‘that it may find 
Good time, and live; but for the ftock, Sir Thor 
I wilh it grubb'd up now, 

Lov, Methinks l could 
Cry the Amen, and yet my confcience fays 
he’s a good creature, and (fweet lady) does 
Deferve our better wifhes. 

Gard. But Str, Sir 
Hear me, Sit Thomas —~ y’are a gentleman 
Of mine own way, I know you wife, religious, 
And let me tell you it will ne’er be well, 
‘Twill nor, Sir Thomas Lovel, take’t of me, 
Till Cranmer, Cromwell, her two hands, and fhe, 
Sleep in their graves. 

Lov. Now, Sir, you fpeak of two 
The moft remark’d i’th’ kingdom; as for Cromwell; 
Refide that of the jewel-honfe, is made mafter 
O’ch’ Rolls, and the King’s Secretary. Further, 
Stands in the gap and trade for more preferments, 
With which the time will load him. Th’ Archbifhop 
Is the King’s hand, or tongue, and who dare {peak 
One fyllable againft him? 

Gard. Yes; Sir Thomas, 
There are that dare; and I my felf have ventur’d 
Fo {peak my mind of him; indeed this day, 


at 


4 


Sir 


King Hew ev VIN 


Sir T may tell it-you, I think I have 

Incens’d the lords o’th’ council, that he is- 

{For fo I know he is, they know. he ts) 

A mooft arch-heretick, a peftilence 

That does infe& the land ; with which they moy'd 

Have broken with the King, who hath fo far 

Giy’n ear to our complaint of his great Grace 

And princely care, forefeeing thofe fell mifchiefs 

Our reafons laid before him, he. bath commanded 

To morrow morning to the council board 

He be convented. He’sa rank weed, Sir Thomas, 

And we muft root him our. From your affairs 

Lhinder you too long: good night, Sir Thomas. 

Exeunt Gardiner and pace, 

Lov. Many good nights, my lord, | reft your feryant. 


SiC *EaN AB 51k 


Enter King and Suffolk. 

King, Charles, 1 will play no more to-night, 
My mind's nor on't, you are too hard for me. 

Suf, Sir, I did never win of you before. 

‘King, But linle, Carles, 
Nor fhall not when my fancy’s on my play, 
Now Lovel, from the Queen what is the news? 

Lov. } could not perionally deliver to her 
What you commanded me, but by her woman 
I fent your meffige, who return’d her thanks 
In greateit humblenefs, and bege’d your Highnefs, 
Moft heartily to pray for her. 

King. What fay’it thou! ha! 
To pray for! what! is fhe crying out? 

Lov. So fa'd her woman, and that her {uff’rance made 
Almoft each pang a death, 

King. Alas, good lady! 

Suf. God fafely quit her of her burthen, and 
With gentle travel, to the gladding of 
Your Highnefs with an heir. 

King, ’Tis midnight, Charles; 
Pr’ythee to bed, and in thy prayersfremember 

D4 Th’ eftate 
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Th’ eftate of my poor Queen. Leave me alone, 
For I muft think of thar which company 
W ould not be friendly to, 
Suf. 1 with your Highnefs 
Quiet night, and my good miftrefs will 
Remember in my prayers. 
King. Charles, a goed night: [Exit Suffolk, 


Well, Sir, what follows % 


A 


Enter Sir. Anthony Denny. 
Denny, Sir, 1 have brought my lord the Archbilhop, 
As you commanded. me, 
King, Ha! Canterbury | ——————tya 
Denny. Yea, my good lord. 
King, Tis true where is he, Denny ? 
Denny. He attends your Highnefs’ pleafure, 


King, Bring him to us, [Hxit Denny, 
Lov. This is about that which the bifhop {pake, 
Lam happily come hither, [ Afide.. 


Enter Cranmer and Denny. 
King. Avoid the gallery, [Lovel /eemeth to flay, 
Ha! 1 have fais be gone, 
[Exeunt Lovel and Denny. 
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Cran. Iam fearful: wherefore frowns he thus? 
‘Tis his afpe& of terror, All’s not well. 
King, How now, my lord! you.do defire to knovg 
Wherefore I fent for you. 
Cran. It is my duty 
T’ attend your Highnefs’ pleafure, 
King, Pray you rife, 
My good and gracious lord of Canterbury, 
Come, you and I muft walk a turn together : 
I’ve news to tell you, Come, give me your hand, 
Ah my good lord, I grieve at what I {peak, 
And am right forry to repeat what follows. 
I have, and moft unwillingly, of late 
Heard many grievous, 1 do fay, my lord, 
| Grievous 
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Grievous complaints of you; which being confider’d,. 
Have mov’d us and our council, that you fthall 
This morning come before us, where I know 
You cannot with fuch freedom purge your felf, 
But thar ‘till further tryal ; in-thofe charges 
Which will require your anfwer, you -muft take 
Your patience to you, and be well contented 
To make your houfe-our Tower you, a brother of us, 
It firs we thus proceed, or elfe no witnefs. 
Would come againft-you. 

Cran, I humbly thank your Highnefs, 
And am right glad to catch this good occafion 
Moft throughly to be winnow’d, where my chaff” 
And corn“fhall fly afunder, For’ I know 
There’s none ftands under more calumnious. tongues» 
Than [ my-felf, peor maas. 7 

King. Stand up, good Canterbury; 
Thy truth and thy integrity is rooted 
In us, thy friend. Give me thy hand; ftandup,. 
Ps’ythee let’s walk. Now, by my holy dame, 
What manner of man are you? ‘my lord, I Jook’d% 
You would have given me your petition, that 
I fhould have ta’en fome pains to bring together 
Your felf and your accufers; and: have heard you~ 
Without ‘indurance further, 

Cran, Moft dread Liege, 
The gocd I ftand on is my truth and *honefty : 
If they fhall fall, I with mine enemies 
Will viumph o’er my perfon; which I weigh noty, 
Being of thofe virtues vacant. I fear nothing. 
What can be faid againft.me.. 

King. Know you not. 
How your ftate ftands i’th’ world; with the>wholes 

world ?: 

Your foes are many, and not fmall’; their praQices« 
Muft bear the fame proportion: and not ever 
The juftice and the truth o’ th’ queftion carries « 
The due o’th’ verdi@with it. At what eafe - 
Might corrupt minds procure knaves as corrupt: 
Tofwear againft you? fuch things have been done: 
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You’re potently oppos’d; and witha malice | 
Of as great fize. Ween you of better luck, : 
I mean in perjur’d witnefs, than your mafter, 

Whofe minifter you are, while here he liy’d 

Upon this naughty earth? go to, go to, 

You take a precipice for no leap of danger, 

And woo your ewn deftrudtion, 

Cran, God and your Majefty 
Prote& mine innocence, or I fall into 
The trap is laid for me, 

- King. Be of good cheer, 
They fhall no more prevail than we give way to: 
Keep comfort to you, and this morning fee 
You do appear before them, If they chance, 
In charging you with matters, to commit you; 
The beft perfuafions to the contrary 
Fail not to ufe; and with what vehemency 
Th’ oceafion fhall inftru& you. . If intreaties 
Will render you no remedy, this Ring 
Deliver them, and your appeal to us 
There make before them. Look, the good man weeps ! 
He's honeft on mine honour, God’s bleft mother! 
I fwear he is true-hearted, and a foul 
None better in my kingdom, Get you gone, 
And do as IT have bid you. [Exit Cranmer, 
He’as ftrangled all his language in his tears, 
Enter an old Lady, 
Gent. Within. Come back; what mean you? 

Lady, Wl not come back: the tidings that J bring 
Will make my boldnefs manners, Now good angels 
Piy o’er thy royal head, and fhade thy perfon 
Under their blefled wings! 

King. Now by thy looks 
I guefs thy meffage. Is the Queen deliver’d ? 

Say ay, and of a boy. 

Lady. Ay, ay, my Liege; 

And of a lovely boy; the God of heay’n 

oth now and ever blefs her !~— ’tis a girl, 
Promifes boys hereafter, Siz, yeur Queen 
Defires your vilitation, aad to be 
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Acquainted with this flranger; ’tis as like you, 
As cherry is to cherry. 
King. Lovell, 
Lov. Sit. 
King. Give her an hundred marks, I’'lfto the Queen, 
Exit King, 
Lady, An hundred marks! by this light Pll ha’ more. 
An ordinary groom is for fuch a payment. 
I will have more, or fcold it out of him. 
Said I for this, the girl was like him? Vil 
Have more, or elfe unfay’t: now, while ’tis hor, 
I'll put it to the iffue, [Exit Lady, 
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Enter Cranmer, 


Cran. ] Hope I’m not too late, and yet the gentleman 
That was fent to me from ghe council, pray’d me 
To make great hafte. All faft? what means this ? hoa? 
Who waits there? fure you know me? 
Enter Keeper, 
Keep, Yes, my lord; 
But yet'I cannot help you. 
Cran, Why? 
Keep. Yout Grace muft waft "ill you be call’d fors- 
Enter Doetor Butts. 
Cran. So. 
Butts. This is a piece of malice: I am glad 
I came this way fo happily. The King 
Shall underftand it prefently. [Exie Butts, 
Cran. *Tis Butts, 
The King’s phyfician; as he paft along, 
How earneftly he caft his eyes upon me! 
Pray heav’n he found not my difgrace: for certain 
This is of purpofe laid by fome that hate me, 
(God turn their hearts, I never fought their] malice) 
To quench mine honour! they would fhame to make 
me 
W ait 
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Wait elfe at door: a fellow-counfellor 
‘Mong boys and grooms and lackeys! but their pleafures 
Matt be fulfill’d, and I attend. with patience. 
inter. the King and Butts at a window above. 
Butts. Ili thew. your Grace the ftrangeft fight — 
Kinz, What's that, Butts ? 
£utts. 1 think your Highnefs faw this many a day. 
King. Body o’ me: where is it ? 
Butts. There, my lord: 
The high promotion of his Grace of Canterbury, 
Who holds his ftate at. door ‘mong tt: purfeyants, 
Pages, and foot-boys. 
King. Ha! ’tis he indeed. 
Is this the honour they do one another? 
‘Tis well there’s one above ’ein yet, I thoughe. 
They’d parted fo much honefty among ’em, | 
At leaft, good mannets, as not thus to fuffer 
Aman of his place and fo néar our favour 
To dance attendance on their lordfhips pleafures, 
And at the door too, like a poft. with packets, 
By holy Mary, Burts, there’s knavery ; 
Let ’em alone, and draw the curtain clofe, 
We fhal]. hear more anoa. 


S.C E.N.E. y; 

A council. table. brought in with chairs and ftools, and 
laced under the flate, Enter. Lord-chancellor, places 
imfelf at the upper.end of the table on the left hand,, 
A feat being left void above him, as.for the Arche 
bifhop of Canterbury, Duke of Suffolk, Duke of Nor- 
folk. Surrey, Lord-chamberlain, and Gardiner, feat 
themfelves in order on each. fide. Cromwell at the 
lower. end, as Secretary. 


= “SS 


Chan, Speak to the bufinefs, Mr. Secretary 3- 
Why are we met in council ?. 
Crom, Pleafe your Honours, 
The.caufe concerns his Grace of Canterbury, 
Gard, Kas he knowledge of ft 2: 


Crom. 
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Crom. Yes, / 

Nor. Who waits there ? 

Keep, Without, my noble lords 2 

Gard, Yes, 

Keep. My lord Arch-bifhop ; 

And has done half an hour, to know your pleafures, 

Chan. Let him cowe in. 

Keep. Your Grace may enter now. 

[Cranmer approaches the council table, 

Chan, My good lord Arch-bifhop, I’m very forry 
To fit here at this prefent, and behold. 

That: chair ftand empty: but we all are men 

In our own natures frail, and capable 

Of frailty, few are-angels; from which frailty 

And want of wifdom, you that beft fhould teach us, 
~ Have mifdemean’d your felf, and nota little: 
TFow'rd the King firft, then his laws, in filling 

The whole realm, by your teaching and your chaplaing, 
(For fo.we are inform’d) with new opinions 

Divers and dang’rous, which are herefies ;. 

And not reform’d, may prove pernicious. 

Gard. Which reformation muft be fudden too, 

My noble lords; for thofe that tamz wild horfes 
Pace’em not in their hands to make ’em gentle, 
But ftop their mouths with ftubborn bits, and {pur ’em: 
‘Till they obey the manage. If we fuffer 

(Out of our eafinefs and childifh pity 

To one man’s honour) this contagious ficknefs, 
Farewell all phyfick :- and what follows then? 
Commotions, uproars, with a gen’ral taint 

Of the whole ftate:.as of late “He our neighbours 
The upper Germany can-dearly witnefs, 
Yet frethly pitied in our memories. 

Cran. My good lords, hitherto, in all the 
Both of my life and office, I have labour’d 
(And with no little ftudy) that my teaching, 
And the {trong courfe of my authority, 
Might go one way, and fafely ; and the end’ 
Was ever to do well:-nor is there living 
(I fpeak it with a fingle heart, my lords ) 


progrefs.. 


Aman 
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(Both in hi a nf{cience and his place) 
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Defacers of the publick peace, than Ido, 


Pray heav’n the King may never finda heart 
With lefs allegiance in it! Men that make 
Envy and crooked malice nourifhment, 
Dare bite the beft. 1 do befeech your lordfhips, 
That in this cafe of juftice, my accufers, 
Be what they will, may ftand forth face to face, 
And freely urge againft me. 
Suf. Nay, my lord, 
That cannot be; you area counfellor, 
And by that virtue no man dare accufe you, 
Gard, My lord, becaufe we've bufinefs of more mo- 
ment, 
We will be fhort wi’you. ’ Tis his Highnefs’ pleafure, 
And our content, for better tryal of you, 
From hence you be committed to the Tower; 
Where being but-a private man again, 
You fhall know many dare accufe you boldly, 
More than I fear you are provided for. 
Cran, Ay, my good lord of Winchefter, thank you, 
You’re always my good friend; if your will pafs, 
I fhall both find your lordfhip judge and juror, 
¥ou are fo merciful. I fee your end, 
‘Tis my undoing. Love and meeknefs, lord, 
Become a church-man better than ambition; 
Win ftraying fouls with modefty again, 
Caft none away. That I fhallclear my felf, 
(Lay all the weight ye can upon my patience) 
1 make as little doubr, as you do confcience 
In doing daily wrongs. I could fay more, 
But rev’rence to your calling makes me modeft. 
Gard. My lord, my lord, you area fectary, 
That's the plain truth; your painted glofs difcovers, 
To men that underftand you, words and weaknels. 
Crom, My Jord of Winchefier, you are a little, 
By your good favour, too fharp; men fo noble, 
However ‘aulty, yet fhould find refpect 
For what they have been: ’tis a cruelty 
To load a falling man, 
Gard. 
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Gard. Good Mr. Secretary 

I cry your honour mercy; you may, worft 

Of all this table, fiy fo, 

: Crom. Why, my lord? 

Gard. Donot 1 kriow you for a favourer 

Ofthis new fe&? ye are not found. 

Crom. Not found? 

| Gard, Not-found, I fay. 

| Crom. Would you were half fo honeft! 

Mens prayersthen would feek you, not their fears, 
Gard. I thall remember this bold language, 
Crom. Do. 

_ Remember your bold life too, 

ie Cham. This is too much, 

__ Forbear for fhame, my lords, 

Gard, V’ve done. 
Crom, AndI, 
Cham. Then thus for you, my lord: it ftands agreed 
I take it, by all voices, that forthwith 
You be convey’d to th’ Tower a prifoner; 
There to remain till the King’s further pleafure 

_ Be known unto us, Are you all agreed, lords ? 

B All, Weare. 

: Cran. Is there no other way of mercy, 

But I muft needs to th’ Tower, my lords? 

Gard, What other 
Would you expe&? you’re ftrangely troublefome: 
Let fome o’th’ guard be ready there. 


») 


Enter the Guard. 


Cran, Forme? 
Muf I go like a traitor then? 

Gard, Receive him, 
And fee him fafe i’th’ Tower, 

Cram, Stay, good my lords, 
Ihave a litle yet ta fay. Look there, lords ; 
By vertue of that Ring, I take my caufe 
Out of the gripes of cruel men, and give it 
Toa mf noodle judge, the King my mafter 


Cham, 
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Cham. This is the King’s ring, 

Sur, ’Tisno counterfeit. 

Suf, Tis his right ring, by heav’n. I told yeall, 
When we firft put this dang’rous ftone a rowling, 
*Twould fall upon our felves. 

Nor. D’ you i...ak, my lords, 

The King will fuffer but the little finger 
Of this man to be vex’d? 
Cham. ’Tis now too certain. 
How much more is his life in value with him 2» 
Would | were fairly ont on’t, 
Crom..My mind gave me, 
In feeking tales and informations 
Againft this man, whofe honefty the-devil 
And his difciples only envy at, 
Ye blew. the fire that burns ye;.now have at ye.: 


SCENE VI. 
Enter King frowning on them, takes his feat. 


’ Gard. Dread Sov’reign, how much are we bound to 
heay’n 

In datly thanks, that. gave. us fuch a Prince; 

Not only good and wife, but moft relizious: 

One that in all obedience makes the church 

Phe chief aim of his honour, and to ftrengthen 

That holy duty of our dear refped, . 

His royal felf in judgment comes to hear 

The caufe betwixt her and -this great offender... 
King. You're ever. good at fudden commendations, 

Bifhop of Wincheffer,. But know, I come not 

To hear fuch flatt’ries now.; and in my prefence 

They are too thin and bafe to hide offences, 

To me you cannot reach; .you play the fpaniel, 

And think with wagging of your tongue to win. mes. 

But whatfoe’er thou tak’ft me for, I’m fure 

Thou haft a cruel nature, and a bloody. 

Good. man, fit down: now. let me.feethe proudeft» — 

{To Cran. 
He 
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He that dares moft, but wag his finger at thee. 

By all that’s holy, he had better ftarve, 

Than but once think this place becomes thee not, 
Sur. May’t pleafe your Grace 
King. N , Sir, it doesnot pleafe-me. 

TthoughtI had men of fome underftanding 

And wifdom, of my council; but I find none, 

Was it difcretion, lords, to Jet this man, 

This good man, (few of you deferve that title) 

This honeft man, waitlike alowfie foot-boy 

Atchamberdoor, andoneas greatas you. are? 

Why what a fhame was this? did my commiffion 

Bid ye fo far forget your felves? I gave ye 

Pow’r, ashe was acounfelior, to try him, 


' Notas a groom, There’sfomeof ye, | fee, 


More out of malice than integrity, 
Would try him to the usmmoft, had yemeans; 
Which ye fhal! never have, while I do live, 
- Cham. My moft dread Sovereign, may it like your 
Grace 
Tolet my tongue excufe all. What was purpos’d 
Concerning his imprifonment, was rather, 
If there be faith in men, meant for his tryal, 
And fair purgation to the world, than malice; 
I’m fure in me, 
King. Well, well, my lords refpeé him :. 
Fake him, andufe him well, he’s worthy of it, 
Iwill fay thus much forhim, if a Prince 
May be beholden to a {ubje&, I 
Am, for his love and fervice, foto him. 
Make meno more ado, butall embrace him; 
Be friends for fhame, my lords, My lord of Canterbury, 
Ihave a fuit which you muft not deny me, 
There isa fair young maid that yet wants baptifm, 
You muft be godfather, and anfwer. for her, 

Cran, The greateft monarch now alive may glory 
In fuch an-honour; how may I deferve it, 
Ehat am a poorand humble fubje@ to you? 

King. Come, come, my lord, you’d {pare your fpoonss. 

you fhall have 


Two. 
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Two noble partners with you: the old Dutchefs 
Of Norfclk, andthe lady Marquefs Dorfet--———-—— 
Once more, my lord of Winchefler, I charge you 
Embrace and love this man, 

Gard. With atrué heart 
And brother’s love I do it. 

Cran. Andlet heav’n 
Witnefs, how dear I hold this confirmation. 

King. Good man, thofe joyful tears fhew thy true 

heart; 

The common voice I fee is verify’d 
Of thee, which fays thus: do my lord of Canterbury 
Bur cne fhrewdtarn, and he’s your friend forever, 
Come, lords, wetrifle time away: I long 
To havethis young one made a chiiftian, 
As | havemade ye one, lords, one remain: 
Sol growdtronger, you more honour gain, fixe. 


o 


SCENE Vil. 
Noife and tumult within > Enter Porter and his man, 


Port. Oun’ll leave your noifeanon,. ye rafcals ; do 
you take the court for Paris.Garden? ye 
rude flaves, leave yout gaping, 
Within... Good Mr, Porter, [ belong to th’ larder. 
Port. Belong tothe gallows and be hang’d, ye rogue: 
isthis a place to roar in? fetch me a dozen crab tree 
flaves, and {trong ones; thefe are but {witches to ’em:; 
\'lMcratch your heads; youmuft be feeing chriftenings 3 
do you look for ale aad cakes here yourude rafcals? 
Man. Pray Sir, be patient; tis as much impoffible 
(Unlefs we {wept them from the door with cannons) 
Tofcatter ’em, as ’tis to make them fleep 
On May-day morning, which will never be: 
We may as well pufh againft Pauls, asftir ’em. 
Port. Howgot theyin, and be hang’d } 
Man. Alas, I knownot; how gets the tide in ?: 


As much as one found cudgel of four foot. 
(You 
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(You feethe poor remainder) could diftribute 
I made no fpare, Sir, 

Port. You did nothing, Sir, 

Man, I am not Sampfon, nor Sir Guy, nor Coie- 
brand, to mow’em down before me; but if I fpar’d 
any that hada head. to hit, either young or old, he 
or fhe, cuckold or cuckold-maker, let me never hope 
tofeeachine again; and that I would not fora cow, 
God fave her, } 

Within. Do you hear, Mr. Porter ? 

Port, 1 fhall be with you prefently, good Mr. Puppy. 
_ Keep the door clofe, firrah, 
| Man, What would you have me do? 

Port, What fhould you do, but knock ’em down by 
‘the dozens? is this Morefeldsto mufter in? or have we 
| fome ftrange Indian withthe great tool come to court, 
: the women fo befiege us? blefs me! what a fry of 

fornication is at the door? on my chriftian confcience, 
| tris one chriftning will begeta thoufand, here wil be 
| father, god-father, and all together, 

Man, The fpoons will be the bigger, Sir. There 
ais a ifeliowfomewhat: near the door, he fhould be a 
' brafierby his face, foro’my confcience twenty of the 
dog-days now reignin’s nofe; all that ftand about him 
areunder the line, they need no other penance ; that 
fire-drake did I hit three times on the head, and three 
times was his nofe difcharged againft me; he ftands 
therelike a mortar-piece ro blowus up. There was a 
haberdafher’s wife of fmall wit near him, that rail’d 
upon me ’till her pink’d porringer fell off her head, 
for kindling fuch a cumbuftion in the ftate. I mift the 
_ meteoronce, andhit that woman, who cry’d cutClubs, 
when I might fee fome forty truncheons draw to her 
_ fuccour, which were the hope of the ftrand where. fhe 
| was quarter’d, They fell on; 1 made good my place; 
_at length they came to th’ broom-ftaff with me, I defy’d 
7em ftill; when fuddenly a file of boys behind ’em de- 

liver’d tuch a fhowerof pibbles, loofe fhot, that I was 
_ fain to draw mine honourin, andlet ’em winthe work ; 
the devil wasamongft ’em, I think furely, 


a 


Port, 
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Port. Thefe are the youths that thunder at a play- 
houfe, and fight for bitten apples; that no audience 
but the tribulation of Tower-Hill or the limbs of Lime- 
houfe, their dear brothers, are able to endure. -I have 
fome of ’em in Limbo Patrum, and there they are like 
to dance thefe three days; befides the running banquet 
of two beadles rhat is to come.,; 


Enter Lord Ghamberlain. 


Cham, Mercy o’ me; whatamultitude are here? 
They grow ftill too; from all parts they are coming, 
As if we kepta fair, Where are thefe porters, 
Thefe lazy knaves ? ye’ve made a fine hand, fellows, 
There’s arrim rabble letin; are all thefe 
Your fiithful friends o’ th’ {uburbs ? -we fhall have 
Great ftoreof room, no doubt, left for the ladies. 
When they pafs back from th” chriftning } 
Pert. Pleafe your honour, 
Weare but men, and what fo many may do, 
Not being tornin pieces, we Lave done, 
An army cannot rule*em, 
Cham. As | live, 
If the King ‘blame mefor’t, I'll lay yeall 
By th’ heels, and fuddenly; and on your heads 
Clap round fines for hegle&: y’are lazy knaves, 
And here ye lye baiting of bombards, when 
Ye fhould dofervice. Hark, the trumpets found, 
Th’ are comealready from the chriftening ; 
Go break among the prefs, and find a way out 
To letthe troop pafsfairly ; or I'll find 
A Marfbalfea fhall hold ye play thefe two months, 
Port, Make way there for the Princefs, 
Man, Yougreatfellow, ftandclofeup, or I'll make: 
your head ake, 
Port, Youi’th’ camblet, get up o’th’ rail, Pll peck 
you o'er the pales elfe, [Exeunte 


SCENE 
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Enter trumpets 


founding, then two Aldermen, Lord 
Mayor, Garter, Cranmer, Duke of Norfolk with his 
Marhal's fiaff, Duke of Suffolk, two nobler 


en bearing 
reat ftanding bowls for the chriffuin ifts 
a : & & gh 


3 then four 
noblemen tearing a canopy, under which the Dutchefs 


of Norfolk. god-morther, bearing the child richly hae 
bited in a manile, &c. Train born by a lady, then 
follows the marchionels of Dorfer, the other god-mcen 


ther, and ladies, The troop pafs once about the ftage, 
and Garter /peaks, 


Gart, Heav’n, from thy endlefs goodnefs fend long 
life, 


Andever-happy, tothe high and mighty 
Princefsof England, fair Elizabeth. 


Flourifo. Enter King and Guards, 


Cran, Andto yourroyal Grace, andthe good Queer 
My noble partners and my felf thus pray; 


+ All comfort, joy, in this moft gracious Jad A 


That heav’n e’er laid up to make parents happy, 
May hourly fall upon ye! 


King. Thank you, good lord Arch-bifhop: 


| Whatis her name? 


Cran. Elizabeth, 
King. Standup, lord. 
With this kifstake my blefling: God protect thee, 


@ into whofe hand I give thy life. 


Cran, Amen. 
King. My noble goflips, y’ have beentoo prodigal, 


| I thank’ye heartily: fo fhall this lady, 
When fhe has fo muchEnglifh, 


Cran, Letmef{peak, Sir, 


(Fot heav’n now bids me) and the words I utter, 


Let nonethink flatr’ry, 


forthey’ll find ’em trujh, 


This royal infant, (heaven ftill move about her) 
| Thoughinher cradle, yet now promifes 
Upon this land a thoufandthoufand bleffings, 


W hich 
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Which time will bring to ripenefs, She fhill be 
(But few now living can behold that goodnefs) 
A pattern to all Princes living with her, 
And all that. fhall fucceed. Sheba was never 
Mere covetous of wifdom and fair virtue, 
Than this bleft fow) fhall be. . All Princely graces 
That mould up fucha mighty piece as this, 
Withall the virtues that attend the good, 
Shall Rill be doubled on her, Truth fhall nurfe her : 
Holy and heav’nly thoughts ftill counfel her: 
She fhall be lov’d and fear’d. Herown fhall blefs her; 
Her foes fhake likea field of beaten corn, | 
And hang their heads with forrow. Good grows with 
her. 
In her days ev’ry man fhalleat in fafety 
Under his owg vine, what he plants; and fing 
The merry fongs of peace to all his neighbours. 
God fhall be truly known, and thofe about her 
From ber fhall read the perfeét waysof honour, 
And claim by thofe their orea’nefs, not by blood, 
Nor fhall this peace fleep with her, but as when 
The bird of wonder dies, the maiden Phenix, 
Her afhes new create another heir, 
As great in admiration as her felf; 
So thall fhe Jeave her bleffednefs to one, 
(When heav’n fhall call hex from this cloud of darknefs) 
Who from the facred afhes of her honour 
Shall ftar-like rife, as great in frame as fhe was, 
And {o ftand fix’d. - Peace, plenty, love, truthterrour, | 
That were the fervantsto this chofen infant, 
Shall then be his, and like a vine grow to him; 
Where-ever the bright fun of heav’n fhall fhine, 
His honour and the oreatnefs of his name 
Shall be, and makenew nations. He fhall flourifh, 
And like a mountain cedar reach his branches 
To all the plains about him: children’s children 
Shall fee his, and blefs heav’n. 
King. Thou f{peakeft wonders. | 
Cran. She fhall be to the happinefs of England, 


An aged Princefs; many days fhall fee her, 
And 
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_ And yet no day without a deed to crown it, 
WouldI had known no more: but the moft die, 
She muft, the faints muft have her; yet a Virgin, 
A moft unfpotted lilly fhall the pafs 
To th’ ground, and all the world thal] mourn her, 

King. O lord Arch-bifhop, 
Thow’ft made menow aman; never, before 
This happy child, did I get any thing, 

This oracle of comfort has fo pleas’d me, 
ThatwhenI am in heav’n, I fhall defire 
To fee what this child does, and praife my maker, 

I thank ye all——to you, my good Lord-miyor, 

And your good brethren, I am much beholden: 

I have receiv’dmuch honour by your prefence, 

And ye fhall find me thankful, 

Ye muft all feethe Queen, and 


fhe muft thank e, 
She will be fick elfe. This day 


no man think 


Has bufinefs at his houfe, for al] fhall ftay, 
This little one fhall make it holy-day, 


Lead the way, lords, 


9) 


[Exeunt, 
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, T 1S ten to one this playcan never pleafe | 
Allthat are bere: fome come to take their eafe, 

‘And fleep an att or two ; but thofe we fear 

We've frighted with our trumpets: fo ’tis clear 

They’ ll fay it’s naught, Others, to hear the city 

Abusdextreamly, and to cry that, witty ; 

Which we have not done neither; that 1 fear 

All theexpested good ware like to hear 

For this play at this time, isonlyin 

The merciful confiruttion of good women», 

(For fuch a one we fhewd "em) If they{mile 

And fay ‘twill do; Iknow within a while 

Ail the beft men areours; for *tis ill haps 

Uf they bold when their ladies bid *em claps 


